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LIST OF THE CHAEADES 



Ain> THX 



COSTUMES FOE EACH. 



CHARADE FIRST.— « INSPECTOR." 
First Syllable, "Iinsr." 

Tebence O'Ryan— travelling costume, cap. 

Miss Teimmings — a broad-brimmed bat, blue veil, long cloth doak, 

two umbrellas, and sbawL 
Landlady — white muslin cap, French black dress, apron. 
Gaboon — white apron over waiter's dress. 

Second Syllable, "Spectre." 

Lady— fall ball dress, chaplet of flowers, fan, bouquet, and opera cloak 

thrown over her shoulders. 
FiEST Ghost— soldier's uniform. 
Second Ghost — ^naval uniform. 
Thibd Ghost— black evening suit, with shirt collar turned down, hair 

long, hanging down straight. 
Fbizzle — ^high black silk dress, white muslin apron. 

Entire Word, *? Inspector." 

Iksfeotob — ^morning dress, hat, and cane. 

Rbv. Arthxtb Villars— black frock coat, white bands. 

Ada MEBTON^grey alpaca dress, black silk apron. 
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IV LIST OF CHABADES AKD COSTUMES. 

CHARADE SECOND.— " ROMANTIC." 
First Syllable, "Roman." 

Morning dress of ancient Rome. 
Cornelia and Ladies — ^in bright-coloured sliawls, arranged mantlewise, 

looped up over one shoulder with a cameo. Hair ii la classigtie, 

bound back with pearls. 
Gracchi — in white togas, with crowns of laurel. 

Second Syllable, "Tic." 

Ladies — in morning dress. 

Mr. Mudlark— in dressing-gown, wig, and spectacles. 

Young Mudlark — ^velvet shooting coat. 

Entire Word, " Romantic." 

Adelaide — muslin dress, straw hat with broad blue ribbon, \jhich she 

holds in her hand. 
Aunt — in walking dress and bonnet. 



CHARADE THIRD.—" PYGMALION." 
First Syllable, "Pig." 

Pat — as an Irish peasant, corderoys, long grey stockings, frieze coat, 
caubeen* dangling in his hand. 

Judy — dress pinned behind, showing a short blue linsey petticoat, hand- 
kerchief pinned across her chest, check apron, red handkerchief over 
her head and tied under her chin as a cap. 

Magistrate— as magistrate!? dress generally. 

Clerk— as clerks dress generally. 

Second Syllable, "May." 

Girls — dressed in white muslin, with garlands of hawthorn. 
Men — with garlands round their hats, holding the pole ornamented with 
flowers and ribbons. 

* Broken, ^battered hat. 
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list op charades and costumes. v 

Last Syllable, " Lion." 

Andkocles — tunic, bare arms, fetters on them, as Roman escaped slave. 
Captain of the Gladiatobs, and LiOTOES—tmiics, battleaxes, and 

sandals. 
Lions— full suit of furs. 

Entire Word, "Pygmalion." 

Pygmalion — grey blouse made tunicwise ; arms bare, holding a chisel ; 

sandals. 
Thermophylek— same dress, holding a pipe. 
Staitjb — white muslin drapery. 



CHARADE FOURTH.—" RINGLET." 
First Syllable, "Ring." 

Lady Flora — white muslin morning dress, with blue sash and ribbons, 

lace/aTic^onr on her head. 
Mrs. Dash — ^walking dress. 
Captain Dash — ^velvet shooting coat. 
James— livery. 

Second Syllable, "Let." 

Mrs. Poddles — ^brown dress, lace cap. 

Mr. Poddles — frock coat, &c., rather shabby. 

Mary— lilac calico dress, round white cap, white apron. 

Entire Word, "Ringlet." 

Greene — ^in a most unexceptional get up— frock coat, light trousers, hat, 

small blue tie, gold-headed cane, eyeglass. 
Browne— shooting coat, jerry hat. 



CHARADE FIFTH.— " PARCEL." 
First Syllable, "Parr." 

Mrs. Muffin— black silk dress, curled front, lace cap. 
Doctors— full black suit, white ties. 
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vi list of charades akd costumes. 

Second Syllable, "Sell." 

Mbs. Stephens— walking dress, brown hat, a scroll of music in her hand. 

Mr. SxEPHENS—suit of shepherd's plaid. 

Mark — short cut-away coat, plaid pantaloons, shirt collar turned down, 

board and moustache yerj prono7ic4, 
Mary — ^as maid of all work. 

Entibe Word, " Parcel." 

DAZZLE—light travelling suit. 

Mary — muslin dress, jacket, and round hat. 

John— tiger's dress, top boots. 

Anne — as lady's maid. 



CHARADE SIXTH.—" PRETENDER." 
EiRST Syllable, "Pretend." 

^LEANOR^mauve muslin morning dress. 
Margaret— blue muslin morning dress. 

Second Syllable, "Err." 

Mr. Hardtopp— blue coat, brass buttons, velvet collar, gaiters. 

Miss Kitty— grey dress, tight high body, white net neckerchief, tight- 
fitting lace cap, front with short brown curls, no crinoline, skirt of 
dress narrow and short. 

Walter Grahame— black velvet shooting coat, coloured tie, jerry hat. 

Entire Word, "Pretender." 

Malcolm — light travelling suit. 

Walter, as Stubbs— broad striped pantaloons, short brown coat, red neck- 
erchief, planter's hat with broad brim. 
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INTEODUCTION. 

No/ one should attempt to write Charades except those who 
have been in the habit of playing them. They alone can 
nnderstand the difficulties which, though not apparent to the 
unpractised student, are sometimes nearly insurmountable. 
In order to overcome these stumbling-blocks I shall give my 
readers a few hints as to how we managed " Ours ;" and 
these, if attended to, will, I believe, prove useM in making 
the production of Charades easier than they are generally 
found to be. 

I. The Characters. — ^As charades almost invariably form 
one of the staple amusements of a party staying at a country 
house, and also at those gatherings of friends which now and 
then break the monotony of our domestic circles, it is im- 
portant to avoid having too many "characters." Some cha- 
rades have as many as ten "characters," besides a "stage 
manager," "prompter," "curtain lifters," &c. In such a case 
the party must needs be a large one, otherwise there would be 
no audience. Four, or at most six, "characters" are amply 
sufficient for any charade if it be desired to make it successM. 

II. The Costume. — Have as little change of costume as pos- 
sible, in order that the course of the action may not be im- 
peded ; for the time which slips away so pleasantly behind the 
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curtain while making arrangements, the squabbles and spar- 
rings that inyariably take place, not to mention the numerous 
small flirtations equally unavoidable, lags terribly with the 
expectant audience. 

III. The Scenery. — Have the scenery as simple as possible. 
Sometimes, of course, a little stage eflfect is necessary, but 
in most cases even this cannot be conveniently managed. I 
recently introduced the following very simple plan, and it 
proved most successful. Get at a stationer's some pieces of 
millboard, each about eighteen inches long by ten or twelve 
broad ; but even smaller than this would do. Cover one side 
with white paper, and then write or paint the name of the 
locality where the action of the piece is supposed to take place, 
such as " Street in London," " Restaurant," " Village School,'* 
&c., &c., as the case may be, in large bold characters. Hang 
the board up in such a position that when the curtain rises 
the name of the place may be distinctly visible to the audience. 

Lastly. — ^Aim only to amuse your audience. Do not attempt 
to affect them by trenching on the domain of the legitimate 
Drama. To enjoy this last properly, there is " Drury Lane," 
the " Princess's," the " Lyceum,'^ &c., &c., and, besides, it is 
very difficult to come out as a Kean, or a Phelps, or a Fechter, 
at a few hours' notice. 

One hint more. If possible, have your Charade so con- 
structed as to bear a little on the " Word " it is intended to 
illustrate, never losing sight of the fact that audiences, even of 
the highest intelligence, are wonderfully slow in guessing what 
appears so plain to the initiated. 

With these few preliminary remarks I shall proceed to tell 
my readers how "Our Charades" arose, and how we acted 
them. Two years ago, a party of us agreed to spend the last 
months of summer at a pretty little village on the south-east 
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DTTBODUCTION. IX 

coast of England, and there devote ourselves to aquatic sports, 
to lounge on the sands, scramble among the rocks, *pic^ ^P 
shells and seaweeds, and practise other lively amusements 
considered necessary in such circumstances. Of course the 
girls of the party got up aquariums, and it was an edifying 
sight to see them rejoicing over some wonderfully ugly little 
monster, with hideous eyes, bloated form, and unpleasant- 
looking shaky legs, and to hear their exclamations of delight 
when they consigned him into a wide-mouthed bottle originally 
designed for a much better purpose. 

Our party consisted of my aunt and uncle Manley, the host 
and hostess; their pretty daughter Kate, my pet cousin, and 
believed in by me to an immense extent. Then there was 
Kate's brother Frank Manley, who came round in his yacht, 
the Fairy, the prettiest little craft you could set eyes on, four- 
teen tons, cutter-rigged. In addition, we had two sprightly 
girls, Mends of Kate's, and also Mrs. Dalzell, her sister Helen, 
and their brother Jack, a heavy dragoon, and a very heavy 
one. Lastly, there were Dr. Fortescue (the surgeon of Jack's 
regiment), and my especial firiend, George Wardle, the poet. 
George was liked by every one, and could say more clever 
and witty things in an hour than Punch or his Fun-nj rival 
could manage in a month. 

We had arranged for a cruise in the Fatryy and met ac- 
cordingly on the morning fixed, for an early breakfast. The 
girls were in wonderful costumes, sans crinoline, but having 
very comfortable looking jackets with large gilt buttons, and 
pretty round straw hats, bound with blue ribbon. They 
thought they looked very charming and piqrmnte, and quite 
the thing, in their nautical costume, and we were all of the 
same opinion. 

But, alas for human hopes, and the disappointments attend- 
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X DTTBODUCTION. 

ing them! The sky, which had hitherto looked tolerably 
bright, became overcast, and assumed that dead leaden colour 
which betokens a storm. By-and-bye the rain began to fall, 
at first in pattering drops, then in a steady, continuous pour. 
The sea rose, and dashed wildly on the rocks beneath the 
house, and thus all hopes of our aquatic excursion were firus* 
trated, to the girls' bitter disappointment. Next day we found 
that the barometer had fallen nearly to the lowest point, and 
the rain of course continued, with the usual chilly rawness 
in the air which heralds the approach of winter. There was 
no doubting the fact that the weather had broken, and that 
our Summer had departed, carrying Autumn with her, and 
bidding us a rough good-bye. 

When the third day came, squally and boisterous as before, 
we gave up all thoughts of doing anything in the way of out- 
door amusement. Even croquet is dispiriting in the teeth of a 
fierce north-easter, and now what were our indoor resources ? 
We had no piano, no library, save a few magazines and news- 
papers. None of the ladies appeared to have much faith in 
Berlin work. Mrs. Dalzell, when taxed with incompetency on 
this subject, vowed that she had once worked a smoking cap ; 
and her sister Helen said she was actually braiding a pair of 
slippers for her brother Jack. My cousin Kate averred that 
she had work enough to do in looking over her mother's 
knitting. (The dear old lady had a pleasant fiction going on 
in her mind that she was making a quilt!) 

Our prospects were not promising. We all began to see 
that our joyfdl anticipations of outdoor pleasure had proved a 
sad failure. Dr. Fortescue talked of running up to town for a 
few days ; Jack Dalzell took to his pipe for consolation, and 
our kind hostess had a bright fire kindled in the parlour, in 
order that things might look less dreary, she said. 
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One evening we were all sitting round the fire, lamenting 
over the weather, and wondering how we should manage, 
when all at once Kate Manley jumped up, and exclaimed, " I 
have it, I have it, let us get up Charades !" We brightened 
up in an instant, quite delighted at the idea, and all of us 
at once entered into the spirit of the thing. Dr. Fortescue 
was quite up in them. Kate had played them over and over, 
and could suggest no end of words ; her two young friends 
were ready to do their best, and even Jack Dalzell started up 
from the sofa, whereon h^ had been lounging for the past two 
hours. "Hurrah! charades!" he said. "We had them last 
wintOT at Lady Melton's. I took a part myself in them." 
** What part ?*' said Kate, maliciously. " Why, a very prin- 
cipal one, to be sure; I looked to the lights, and uncorked 
the champagne in the green-room. You fellows need not 
laugh; 'twas no sinecure, I can assure you. The women were 
all so extremely nervous, and required such a great deal of 
priming to bring them up to the mark, that of course it was 
my duty, as a man and a brother, to help them through. You 
should have seen Bessie Melton doing a soubrette in a short 
red petticoat, and looking 80 charming. I flatter myself I am 
a good Catholic, but by George I would rather have kissed 
the tip of her little slipper than that of his Holiness." 
We all laughed heartily, and then proceeded to make the 
various arrangements. The doctor was unanimously voted 
stage-manager on the spot, and a first-rate one he turned out 
to be. The next point was the word ; dozens were proposed 
and rejected. At last Jack Dalzell proposed " Oysters." The 
doctor begged of him as a favour to say how he proposed 
to divide the word. " Divide ? nothing easier : * boss ' and 
* tears.' The last scene to be done with a jolly little supper, 
and each man to have his own bottle. I am sure it would 
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make a doosid neat and clever thing." The ladies did not 
seem to see it in the same light, and after a good deal of 
deliberation we fixed on the word "Inspector," each one to 
write their own part, and the performance to take place on 
the following evening. My kind-hearted uncle invited a few 
friends, resident in the neighbourhood, to assist in forming an 
audience, and if we might judge by the reception we met 
with, " Inspector" proved a great success. The getting up 
and rehearsals amused us immensely, and vastly delighted what 
I may term our too indulgent audien.ce. 

" Inspector " was followed by the other five Charades con- 
tained in this little Volume, and as the representation of each 
elicited the warm approbation of the small circle of friends to 
whom it was originally submitted, the whole six are now 
placed before you, dear Public, in the hope that you also will 
stamp them with your approval. 

I make no pretensions to any literary merit in the compo- 
sition of this Work. It is simply designed as a contribution 
towards acquiring a practical knowledge of one of the most 
favourite, most interesting, and assuredly one of the most 

harmless Pastimes of the present day. 

J.F. 
London, October , 1866. 
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CHAKADE FIKST.—« INSPECTOR" 



First Syllable, "Inn." 

Scene. — Outside a small restamtint on the French coast. 

Character^. 
Mb. Tbrenok 0*Ryan. Landlady. 

Miss Trimmings, his Aunt, GAR90N. 

Ter. 0*Ryan and his Aunt hcuve just arrived, heaving been shipvjrecked on 
their way from England, and their luggage all lost, unth the exception 
of the few articles they carry in their hands. 

Enter Miss Trimmings, dressed in travelling costume, and wearing a hat 
with a very broad brim, and blite veil, after the fashion of most female 
British tourists. She carries a shawl, cloak, travelling bag, two u/m- 
brellas, and a bi^xicage, and is followed by Mr. O'Ryan, who has a. 
Scotch plaid crossed over his chest. He carries a travelling bag and two 
rugs. 

Miss T. Thank goodness, we have arriyed at last. I could 
not haye gone one step farther if my life depended on it. 
Are you sure this is an inn, Terry ? 

Ter. Of course I am. Do you not see the name over the 
door ? Restorers they call 'em here. You are not more glad 
than I am, old lady, that our journey is over. The French are 
a mighty polite people they say, but we won't say much for the 
hospitality of the country. I am here knocking about the 
whole day, and not one* human being ever said once, " Terry, 
have you a mouth ? " 

Miss T. Well, I cannot say much either for their polite- 
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ness or civility, — ^but, gracious! where is my puree? [Pwfe hsfr 
hand in Tier pockef] That porter who accompanied us here has 
surely picked my pocket. \^Run8 off distractedly^ cryingy 
"Stop thief!'* returns in an instant, saying , "I do declare, 
it is in my left-hand pocket all the time." Puts dawn her 
shawls on the bench which is always to be found outside a 
French restauranf] Well, my dear, as I T^as saying — but my 
muff, where is it ? My real sable muff and Indian scarf. 
They have surely been left behind at that tiresome Douane. 
{^Searches about in a great fuss.'] Terry, my dear boy, would 
you mind just running down to see after them ? 

Ter. \_Oruffly.'] I would very much mind ^— but look, what 
are these? [drawing the missing articles from underneath a 
heap of wraps,] 

Miss T. Oh dear, there they are ; I am so thankful. Shall 
we ever get our baggage again do you think, Terry ? 

Ter. I don't suppose we ever shall ; it is made mincemeat 
of before this, between the waves and the fishes. Will these 
people here let us in ? Do they mean to keep us standing 
here all day ? [Rings.] 

Miss T. What misfortunes ! my beautiful new yellow 
satin, and my almost new and equally beautiful Irish poplin, 
and — 

Ter. [Interrupting.] Well, there is no use bothering over 
them now, ma'am, they are gone to the bottom of the 
sea. [Eings again.] 

Miss T, No use, indeed ! Alas ! I fear it is too true ; but 
as I was saying a little while ago, I consider politeness or 
civility here but an empty name, and never shall I forget the 
impudence of that douanier. 

Ter. "Do 'em heres" do ye call them? a deuced good name 
for them : they did me, any way. 
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Miss T. He came to me for my passport. " Monsieur," said 
I, in my very best French (for I rather pique myself on my 
correct manner of speaking the language, and have always been 
considered to have a particularly good accent), — "Monsieur," 
said I, " Je n'ai pas une, c'est dans le mer, nous 6tions naufra- 
g^s." He seemed, or pretended to seem, very much concerned, 
then, taking a pencil out of his pocket, said, " Madame, d'oti 
venez vous?" For the moment I confess I felt rather at a loss, 
for I could not at the instant recall to mind the French for the 
principal seaport of the Isle of Wight, from whence we started 
on this our most disastrous expedition ; happily, I recollected 
having in my pocket my little French dictionary, without 
which I seldom travel ; opening it I searched and found, "Cow, 
vacher I directly replied, " Monsieur, je viens des Vaches." 
He really pretended not to understand me; and for a moment 
or two looked most stupidly puzzled, but at last, grinning 
facetiously, said, — *0h, oui, — ^je comprends, — I understand, 
Madame wishes to say, she is von female Jean BulV* It was 
too much, this outrage, so drawing myself up to my fdU height, 
and looking, I flatter myself, as dignified as an English gentle- 
woman should on such an occasion, said, " Sir, I mean nothing 
of the kind; let me pass," and left him with his companions, 
grinning and jabbering. But I am so fatigued, I wish some one 
would make their appearance. 

Tef. It is like the deserted village. Confound them! 
will nobody come? \_Eings again.'] Restaurant I iCalls.'] 

A voice inside is hea/rd calling^ '* Gallon, Gar^on." 
It is all right now, the Gorsoon is coming. It is pleasant to 
hear a Christian tongue once more. 

Miss T. Of course you can address him in his native laji- 
guage, Terry. You speak French, do you not? 

Ter. Of course. I would like to know what would be 
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the use of my grandfather's serving under old Saxe for fifteen 
years, and getting shot at last at Fontenoy, if I could not 
speak French after it all? besides, it's very like Irish. Oh, 
here is the Gorsoon. 

Enter Gaboon. 
Here we are, Gorsoon, cold, hungry, and thirsty. Want 
something to eat and drink. Mangy, — ^you know. 

Oargon, \^Looking very much puzzled,"] Plait-il, Monsieur? 

Ter. Plates do we want? Of course we do, and knives 
and forks too. You don't think we eat with our fingers, Gor- 
soon, do ye? 

Qargon. [0/ course not understanding a ward,'] Monsieur, je 
ne comprends pas. 

Ter. Prongs ! — prawns I suppose the fellow means. Well, 
if you can give us nothing better we must put up with them, 
but it* is a poor breakfast for a hungry man. 

Miss T, My dear Terry, the poor man does not understand; 
in fact, you are mutually in the dark with respect to each 
other's meaning. Permit me to address him. \_Slowly,] Gar9on, 
nous avons faim, et nous avons besoin de manger. 

Ter, That's it, Gorsoon. Nous avons fam — ^voo manger. 

Oarqon, Manger une f&mme, Mais, que ces Anglais sont b^tes. 

Ter, What is the fellow saying ? 

Miss T, \_Rather jput out] More French politesse. He says 
we are betes. 

Ter, Bastes, does he. \_In a rage,] I'll baste him. Te 
wretched, miserable, frog-eating French cur, to dar insult an 
Irish gintleman and another lady in that manner. I'll teach 
ye to lit that game alone, ye villain, and learn ye manners, as 
ye never knew them before. 

Seizes him by the collar and shakes him violently. Miss T. screams, when 
the Landlady efrUers, 
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Landlady, Mais, qu'est ce que c'est? \_All speak together,'] 
T^. To dar treat a gintleman — Oargon. Je n'ayais pas 
I'intention — Miss T, Terry, my dear — Madame, c'est une 
misconception — My dear boy, be calm. It is a mistake alto- 
gether. 

Landlady, Madame et Monsieur, if you but be so good as 
to ontair, vous serez servis — get all you yant. Monsieur quite 
misconceived the*Gar9on, he did not mean to offenser Monsieur. 

Ter, Oh, if it is all a mistake we'll say no more about it, 
but I thought baste was baete all over the world. Now, old 
lady [to Miss Trimmings], teU her to get us something to 
eat. [Takes off his hat; makes a hmv to ffie Landlady.] It is as 
well to let them know we understand politeness on our side of 
the water. Now, I suppose, we may go in. 

Landlady, Madame, donnez-vous la peine d'entrer? Mon- 
sieur, ayez la complaisance. ^ 

Ter. Well, now that the row is over, I must say it is the 
queerest, rmnmiest inn I ever saw. Kestorer, is it? faith! I am 
afraid the Gorsoon will want restoring; my "interiour" does 
anyhow, as they call it here. 

All enter, the mrtain falls. 



Second Syllable, "Spectre." 

Characters. 
Ladt. Fikst Ghost, a Sailor. 

Maid Frizzle. Second Ghost, a Soldier, 

Third Ghost, a Poet. 
Scene. — ^A lady's dressing-room. Young lady just returned from a ball, puts 
her bouquet into a glass of water, looks at herself in the glass, takes 
off her chaplet, and thus soliloquizes :— 

Lady, I wonder where has Fr^le gone, 
She knows I hate to be alone — 
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Gracious ! what a fearfiil night! 

How the wind howls! I tremble quite ; 

The lights, too, seem to bum so blue, 

I wish she would come back, that I do. \_Sighs. 

How a night like this brings to mind 

Faults and follies long behind, 

Voices not heard this many a day, 

Forms that long have passed away ! 

But " begone, dull Care," 'twas a jolly ball. 

Good lights, good music, and good partners all — 

(I vastly like young Lisle Gaveen). 

A better dance was never seen 

On Almack's floor, than ours to-night : 

I think we went the pace, though — quite. 

I am sure for him I would throw over 

That stupid Miles, my latest lover. 

Latest? Well, of half a score — 

I may safely say so many, perhaps more. 

I wish I had not so badly used poor dear cousin John, 

Or Captain Green, or Willy Brown, or Jones, or Robinson; 

An old maid they say I'll surely be, ere by experience 

taught. 
But there's as good fish yet within the sea as ever has 

been caught. 
Yet, heigho! do you know, I really sometimes wish 
I had not been so hard upon all my poor little fish. 

Enter Frizzle vjUK a candle 7u>t lighted in Tier hcmd. 
Oh, here is Frizzle ; — ^where have you been so long? 
Friz. I only went down-stairs to see that there was nothing 

wrong; 
I heard such a noise and clatter, with such dismal sighs 

and moans, 
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It seemed as if a dozen ghosts were busy with the spoons. 
Just now, in coining up the stairs, something brushed me 

by, 

Its breath blew out my candle — ^law ! I thought that I 

should die ! 

Then a sudden rush of wind, the doors clapped all together — 

'Twas very queer ; I felt I might be knocked down with a 

feather. [^ "UmA crash is heard. 

There, 'tis gone— done it again — on earth what can it be ? 

Lady. Tush, 'tis the wind ; but all the same, you'd better go 

and see. 
Frt. I'll go and call the footmen up, I'll wake them from 
their dreams, 
With pokers, tongs, and other fire-arms, we'll find out 
what it means ! [^Exit 

Lady. I cannot understand this strong, oppressive feeling, 
That in spite of all my efforts comes o'er my senses 

stealing; 
I can't shake this foreboding off that makes me start and 

shiver, — 
Bough and stormy waves pass o'er my spirit's sunny 

river. 
But there ! what is't ? Something has surely crossed — 
It is, 'tis not, it is — it really is a ghost ! 

[Throws herself hcdf-fainUng into a chair. 
JErUer Fikst Ghost, a Sailor. 
1st Gho. With dark remorse to strike you dumb, 
From the depths of the deep blue sea I come, 
Where corals and dank sea-weeds lie. 
Driven there by your cruelty. 
At midnight, wandering here, I'm sent,— * 
Benounce your sins! be warned, repent! 
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Or " down among the dead men," down below, 
When I come again, you will surely go— oh ! 

[Gh-oanSy and retires to a corner. 
Blue lights on the stage, 

SrUer Second Ghost, toith a rush and a whirr, in the most approved style of 
fashionable ghosts, 

2nd Oho. Prom the field of battle, 
Lady, I come ; 

"Where cannons roar and pennants wave, 
I found a soldier's bloody grave : 
Now from gloomy Styx's shore, 
I come to gaze on thee once more. 
Whose cruel coldness and disdain 
Caused .all my woe and all my pain : 
Repent, fair lady, or you'll know 
How a ghost revenges — oh ! — oh ! [Fibst Ghost ecJwes. 

Enter Thikd Ghost sentimerUally, 
Srd Qho. From my humble grave in Kensal Green, 

Where the weeping willow and birch are seen. 

Where cypress and myrtle jointly wave 

Together above my lowly grave : 

I could not support such cruel pains, 

I blew out all I had of brains ; 

You scorned my love, you mocked my woe, 

Now dread a spectre's vengeance. Oh ! — 
lAllr&peat']0'h\ 
Lady. What a horrid dream ! What nasty things they said ! 

And standing there, all in a row, 

I thought the gentlemen were dead. 
• I must say, sirs, I think this coming it too strong, — 

I*m sure I'm sorry if I have done you any wrong. 
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Pardon ! this is my dressing-room. 'Tis not correct to be 

alone, 
Eyen with three such charming ghosts, without a chape- 
rone. 
I'll promise to do all you wish, go quite upon the shelf, 
Never break another heart — ^not that I believe in them, 

myself. 
Now wishing you a hon voyage. 

And back home safe again ; — 
How do you travel ? Of course you take 

The atmospheric train? 
Pray call at the Polytechnic, 
And rest you on your way. 
Tell great Professor Pepper 

All that you did to-day. 
Now good night, I am sleepy, quite. 
And have said all I have to say. \^Exmnt Ghosts. 

Curtain falls. 



Entire Word, "Inspector." 

Characters, 

Ada Mbbton, Schoolmistress. 

Arthtjb Villars, a young Clergyrrvan, former lover of Ada's. 

Inspector. Children. 

Seem. — Schoolroom. Children all seated at their lessons. Ada Merton 
addresses them. 

Ada. Now, my dears, this is the day for the Inspector's visit ; 
I do trust you will be all veiy good and quiet, and reward me for 
all the pains I have taken with you, by answering distinctly 
and correctly the questions asked, and do not make a noise. 

Childrm all. Yes, ma'am. \_A general row ensms, which Ada 
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mdeavoura to quelly and restore order. Meanwhile the Inspector 
and Arthur Villars arrivey Imt stand outside the door far a 
few minutes talking,"] 

Ins. My dear fellow, I cannot say I consider her exactly 
as fitted for the situation ; in fact, she wants strength of 
character for dealing with those unruly little spirits, and 
does not seem quite to go with the spirit of the age, or 
see the necessity for instructing the youth of the lower classes 
in the higher branches of literature, which now form so im- 
portant a feature in all modem education, science, &c. 

Arthur. I quite agree with her. I think it all grelfet bosh. 

Ins. But she is so pretty ; has such eyes and hair. I quite 
forget all her shortcomings at the first touch of that little soft 
hand ; and one gleam of her eye, from under those dark lashes, 
finishes me up. 

Arthur. I hope the lady takes your admiration kindly. 

Ins. Oh, as to that, I must say I have nothing to complain 
of; I neyer find the sex cruel. 

Arthur. [Aside.] What a puppy! I don't much belieye 
in this inspector. 

Ins. By the way, what a guy you have got down at your place I 

Arthur. [Dryly.] She does her work. And I do not con- 
sider flirting with the schoolmistress among the " recreations 
of a country parson." But here we are arrived ; and here is 
the lady. [Aside.] Heavens ! it is Ada, my Ada! [They enter. 
Ada Merton starts violently on seeing Arthur, t?ien studiously 
keeps her eyes on the ground.] 

Ins. Good morning. Miss Merton. This is our day for 
visiting the schools. My friend, the Reverend Mr. Villars, 
is kindly accompanying me on my inspecting tour, and this 
is my pet school. [Looks admiringly at Ada, who does not see 
it.] Everything, I see, is in its usual order ; pupils all making 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHARADE FIEST. — "INSPECTOR." 23 

their wonted rapid progress in all those branches of polite 
literature considered so necessary in these days of progress, 
such as the occult sciences, belles lettres [holes over looks and 
maps as he speahs']^ eh. Miss Merton ? 

Ada, [Starts,'] Yes, sir ; I belieye so, sir. [Aside,] Oh 
dear! I wonder what does it all mean? 

Ins. [Tenderly,] You are not well, I fear. You are looking 
pale from over-study. Do not overtask your strength. Have 
you finished " Cosmos" — looked over " Physical Geography"? 

Ada, [Confused,] No, sir; I have been studying "Hang- 
nail's Questions'* to find out something about them. [Aside,] 
Oh, how stupid I am ! 

Ins. [A little taken aback,] H'm, to be sure ; a very good 
useful book to be thoroughly up in : but I should recommend 
you to study " The Bridgewater Treatises," Mrs. Somerville 
" On Polarization of Light," Schleswigel " On the Correlation 
of Physical Forces." I shall send them to you. 

Ada, Thank you. [Aside,] What are they all about, I 
wonder? I suppose the stars. I am quite sure, if we were 
intended to know more about them, they would never have 
been put so far away. 

Ins, We will now, if you please, go on with our examina- 
tion. [Has a list in his Jiand, out of which he reads,] Mary 
Huntly! 

Mary H. Yes, sir. 

Ins, What are you studying ? 

Mary H, History, 'mathics, 'tronomy, foreign languages, 
algebra, arithmetic, trigonometry. 

Ins, Ah, very good indeed! All most useful branches of 
female education. Now, Ellen Fish! 

Ellen. Yes, sir. 

Ins. Pray what are you learning ? 
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Ellen. Same as Mary Huntly, sir; profane histories, no- 
motrys, reading, and writing. 

Ins, Very good. Who was the first king of England ? 

Ellen. King Herod. 

Mary H. No ; Julius Caesar. 

Ins. [Who has been looking rotmd trying to attract Ai>A*s 
attention, seemg Arthur smile, is recalled to notice the reply.'] 
Well, perhaps not exactly, but a very good hit ; for, as Gold- 
smith says, " Britain was very little known before the time of 
the Komans.*' So, of course, Caesar is the first king we hear 
of. Well, he was not exactly a king, but he was generalissimo 
of the whole army ; comes all to the same thing in the end. 
I shall now proceed to examine in divuiity. Child, do you 
know your Catechism? 

Child. I does. 

Ins. What is your name? 

ChUd. Sophy Tubbs. 

Arthur. Who gave you this name? 

Sophy T. Fayther, sir. 

Ins. You unhappy child; how often have you been told 
it was quite the reverse ! It was your godfathers and god- 
mothers. 

Sophy. \_Gries.'] Please sir, I never had none; and Parson 
Nokurk, said as how it did not make no matter. [Inspector 
looks fidgety. Arthur, intensely disgusted, whistles slightly.'] 

Arthur. [To another child.] Who made your vile body? 

Child. Betsy Jones made the body, but I made the skirt 
myself. 

Ins. You wretched infant! Have you an idea? Do you 
know what it means ? 

Child. Yes, please, sir. 'Tis a fem^ale idiot. 

Ins. [Hurriedly looking at his watch.] Oh! I declare time 
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is quite up. Children, you have all answCTed remarkably well i 
do— h'm ! — extreme credit to the masterly (not that exactly) — 
excellent teaching of the highly gifted y6ung person, under 
whose tuition you have the extreme privilege and — ^h'm! — ^hap- 
piness to be. [To Ada.] I wish I was a little school-girL [To 
Arthur.] I have some little business to settle with my clerk, 
so I shall just step across to him; wait for me here a few 
minutes like a good fellow. Children, you are dismissed. 
[Mteunt Children. Mmt Inspector.] 

Arffiur. [After a pa/use.] Ada. 

[Ada is sitting doum with her hand shading her face: does not 
answer,'] 

Arthur. This school-teaching is a miserable failure. 

Ada. [First tries to look unconcerned, and then breaks down 
and cries^ I feel it is quite so. I know it too well, boo — I 
tried to do my best, and I did think that I might under- 
take to teach those poor little children : and did go over all 
those dreadful 'ologies ; but I can't make them out. 

Arthur, But what brought you here first of all? 

Ada, When dear papa died, everything was so dreadftil — we 
were so miserably poor. All his children had to be provided 
for, and, alas I no means of doing so. This situation offered ; 
I thought I was right in accepting it : never dreaming of the 
difficulties. 

Arthur, Why did you never write to me ? I tried to make 
you out ; but all trace seemed lost, until I came so unexpectedly 
upon you to-day. 

Ada, Ton were away, abroad ; and then things were so 
different. 

Arthur, Could you think that would make any difference in 
my feelings towards you, Ada? However, this must be all 
given up. 
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Ada, I know it must ; bnt whateyer shall I do? 

Arthur. I shall try and find you another situation that will, 
I hope, suit you better than this. 

Ada, {Hopelessly^ What is it ? 

Arthur, Housekeeper to a single gentleman. Be my wife, 
dearest. I shall try and teach you what, I trust, will be found 
an easier lesson to learn than cramming these young heads 
with rubbish — to love me, Ada. 

Ada, Oh, Arthur ! that is a lesson I learned long ago. 

Arthur, Then there is no more to be said ; but shut the 
shutters, lock the door, and — \to the Audience] when he returns, 
ladies and gentlemen, pray make our compliments to the 
Inspector. Curtain falls. 



CHAEADE SECOND.— "ROMANTIC." 



First Syllable, "Eomak." 

CMracters, 

Cornelia, Mother of the Gracchi. 

Nolle BoTTvan Ladies— Marcia, Flavia, Agrippina. Gracohi. 

Scene, — A Drawing-room in Ancient Rome. — Cornelia seated at her 

tapestry. 
IhUer Noble Roman Ladies to pay a visits all dressed in the costv/me 
of the age. 
Mar, Hail, Cornelia, feeling anxious, all. 

To see how you are, we make a morning call. 
How is Sempronius — and children — one and t'other, 
We hope they're well — and how is yom* mother ? 
Cor. [^Rises.] Welcome! sweet Marcia, and you, Flavia, 
Agrippina. 
Health to you all ! Where is Philippina ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHARADE SECOND. — "EOMANTIC." 27 

Agr. Dear, she has a headache, we so late were out, 

You know, last night, at Tfarquin Superbus' rout. 
Cor. Oh ! were you there ? Pray tell me all ; 
I suppose the entire of Eome was at the ball. 

\_8its down as she speaks, and motions to all the ladies 
to seat themselves. 
Mar. We had Cains Marius and great Brianius, 
And little -^sop did so entertain us ! 
Virgil, Horace, and Seneca the historian, 
He read out a lecture there. Was it not enough to worry 

one? 
Ovid, too ; he wrote the " Metamorphosis," 
And wore a coat — must be made by Messrs. Moses. 
Some fast young men came in late with Manlius Tor- 

quatus. 
And a rum old country gentleman, one Mr. Cincinnatus. 
These were all the lions ; for, my dear, you see, 
It was what they call a literary soiree. 
Cor. But General Marc Antony, where was he ? 
Fla. Gone to the war, by Egypt's way, — 
To see Cleopatra, unkind folk say. 
For the rout has come, Caesar has set sail. 
Nine regiments, both horse and foot, follow him by rail. 
Cor. What a falling off of warriors ! my dears, 

I dare say they have left you some pretty souvenirs. 
Agr. This chatelaine and necklace did grim old Brutus give ; 
He vowed that he would think of me as long as he did 

live. 
I liked his sons much better ; they gave me these pearl 

beads. 
The old tyrant was so jealous that he chopped off both 
their heads. [With a sigh. 
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Mar. This brooch, bracelet, and golden tweezer, 
Were given me by great Julius Caesar, 
Who said, " When sailing o'er the salt, salt sea. 
Where'er I wander, I'll remember thee." 
This from Horatius Codes, he is returning soon. 
But I do not care a pin for him, I think him such a 

spoon. 
To be sure, he did cut down the bridge, — ^it was a gallant 

deed: 
He goes to fight the Fenians now — so to Ireland good 
speed. 
Fla. This iyory fan, and ruby cross. 
Were given me by poor Regulus : 
I little thought, wheil last he came. 
To take a fond farewell, 

{Puis her handkerchief to her eyes. 
That the cruel Carthaginians 

Would have killed him in a barrel. [Weeps, 

Agr. These diamonds ! they were given me by that hero 
famous 
In gallant deeds of arms, great Caius Coriolanus. 
His wrath against Rome was dire. 

It is my firm belief, 
But for his cross old mother. 
The fair city would have come to grief. 
I tried to stop her clamour, but found it was no use ; — 
Not the first time Eome was saved by the cackling of a 

goose. 
She worried and she bothered him, till at last he off did 

run. 
Saying, " Mother, thou hast savM Eome, but thou hast 
lost thy son :" — 
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And I my sweetheart ; for well I know hell never come 

again, 
But wed some Volscian maiden. It is ever thus with 

men ; 
They vow they love us and are true ; but, girls, don't be 
believers, — 
X Romans, Greeks, or Britons, men are all alike, deceivers ! 
Cor. \_Rises,'] You talk of gems and jewels rare. May I ask 
are they 
Worth consideratipn, or a moment's thought ? I say. 
My gems, my jewels, and my riches rare, 
I now will show you. Children both, appear. 
Enter Gkacchi, with laurel crowns on their heads, clad in togas, 
IComelia comes forward, holding a Mnd of each son.'] 

Here is what most I prize. These the Gracchi brave. 
Crowned with wreaths of laurel, which their grateful 
country gave. 

Chrand Tableau. Curtain falls. 



Second Syllable, "Tic." 

Ch>aracters. 
Mb. Mudlark, a Retired Merchami, 
Mbj3. Mudlark, his Wife, 
Miss Adelaide Matilda, their Daughter. 
Mr. Alfred Augustus, thdr Son, 
Seem, — A breakfast-room in a house in May Fair. 
Mr. Mud. Time was, Mrs. Mud, when in our less aristo- 
cratic, but much more comfortable abode — the Bamsbury side 
of Islington — I had not then to descend to my morning's meal 
without a button to my shirt, my collars stringless, my pocket- 
handkerchief damp. I fed at rational hours then. Now it is 
nothing but rattle, rattle, from morning till night, breakfast 
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at noon, dinner at eight, when my respectable father had his 
supper, and enjoyed his beer and his pipe ; but this is not 
genteel enough now, forsooth ! French rubbish and cham- 
pagne. Ugh ! it's real pain to me, the whole proceeding. 

Mrs. M. My dear Mr. M., how you do run on! Any 
little discomfort or disarrangement we may temporarily suffer 
is surely made ample amends for by the inestimable advan- 
tages accruing to our precious children by our removal west- 
wards. ^ 

Mr. M. Advantages, h'm ; I can't say I see*them. 

Mrs. M. With the fortunes they may expect, I consider it 
our duty to give them every advantage, I repeat, of society and 
education to fit them for the sphere in life I expect them to fill. 

Mr. M. Spear in life ! rubbish ! Oh ! here's the post. 

ErUer Servant vjUk Utters and papers, 

Ade. La! mother, but that stupid man has given papa 
Madame Kickshaw's account ; and it's no trifle, I am sure. 
We must try and get possession of it. \^Mr. M. holds the 
papers in his hand while he examines Ihe letters.'] 

Ade. Any news to-day, papa ? 

Mr. M. [^Unfolds a paper , adjusts his spectacles, and looks 
over.] News, h'm ; Consols down — indigo good — sugars at a 
standstill — dead pigs looking up. [Ade. tries to take the bill.'] 

Mr. M. Leave that alone, miss. 

Ade. Papa, dear, I thought it was a valentine.* 'Tis for 
me, you see. 

Mr. M. When I was young, valentines were seen in 
February, not in June. 

Ade. Oh ! nous avons change tout cela, papa. 

Mrs. M. Dear child ! what wit I and such a command of 
foreign tongues ! 
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Mr. M. \_Opens and reads,'] Amount of account famished. 

Miss Mudlark, 

Dr. to Madame Quiqueshaw. 

£ 8. d. 

May 2nd.— Ball Dress 35 10 

Trimmings for same 18 16 7 

Flowers, Frencli 29 10 6 

Crinoline, Frencli 6 6 

June 1st. — Ditto, Thomson 8 15 

Toilette, Madame 39 19 

Lace and Trimmings 59 6 * 

Getting over Poodle, Miss M. 26 

£219 3 1 

Mr. M. \^Sohranly^ Do you mean to tell me, miss, you 
gave twenty-six pounds sterling for that wretched cur ? 

Ade. Lor', sir, every lady of quality has a puppy after her 
now-a-days. 'Tis quite the thing. 

Mr. M. {Growls and proceeds.'] Bouquets for the season, 
seventy-five, £17. What is that item, may I ask ? 

Mrs. M. Flowers, my dear; quite a necessity for a woman 
of fashion. 

Mr. M. And my poor mother in all her long life never saw 
a flower but a primrose, or a daffydowndilly. Oh ! {Groans.] 

Ade. I am sure it's not my fault, pa, that the roses and 
geraniums don't grow like daisies, and in the streets of 
London. 

Mr. M. takes up cmolher letter, when enters Alfred Axtgxtstijs. 

Alf. Aug. Good morning, mother. Adelaide, what's the 
row? what's up? 

Ade. That stupid James has given aU our bills to papa. 
He has been going on so about them. 

Mrs. M. My dear boy, have some breakfast. I fear the 
tea is cold. 
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Alf, Aug. My dear mother, I hare long since abjnred 
that miserable decoction you humorously style tea. Beer 
agrees with me better. \Tdkes some from the sideboard^ and 
drinks. Then to his father, who is still poring over lettersJ] 
Pray, sir, may I ask where you get your beer ? I get mine 
from Tibbs, in the Strand ; if you go there and just mention 
my nsune, depend on it you will get the right thing. 

Mr. M. Your name ! puppy. Yet \wiOi a grin of malice'] 
the^ lad's not far wrong. Your name was well known in Old 
Perkins's yard in your uncle Peter's time — he was one of the 
first hands there as a maltster. Ay, Peter Mudlark was well 
known there. 

Alf Aug. Hang the name! Mudlark. With such a 
cognomen, how can a man get on ? 111 get made a French 
count — a German Graff — a — ^a — 

Ade. I should, I am sure, like to change my name too, papa. 

Mr. M. So you shall — ^and soon. My good friend Gubbins 
has offered you his. 

Ade. What ! that detestable little old man, with the 
brown wig, and yellow waistcoat and gaiters? Father, you 
don't mean it? 

Mr.'M, But I do, miss. Why should he not wear a wig, 
if he has no hair, and can pay for it ? Besides, he offers to 
settle seventy thousand on you. I am not going to say how 
much more it is than you are worth. 

Ade. It can't be ! it's impossible ! 

Mr. M. \_To his son, showing him a paper.'] Pray, sir, 
what does this mean? "Crib and Son, Merchant Tailors, 
^£970 16s. 8d." With the princely allowance of seyen 
hundred a year I give you, paid to the hour, to have such an 
amount of debt! You'll bring my grey hairs with sorrow to 
the grave. 
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Alf. Aug. More than Ada will do for Gubbins. His wig 
saves him. 

Mr. M. No sneering, sir. Do you owe this money ? 

Alf, Aug, Well, really, sir, by depriving myself of all the 
Inxuries and most of the necessaries of life, and by retiring 
to a remote country, the thing might be managed, and one 
could vegetate on £700 per annum; but in London — ^not pos- 
sible! My dear father, without extensive credit and some 
debts, a man of fashion can't get on. In fact, sir. Tic's 
the word. 

Mr, M. Ay ! Tic ! you call it, but it's tic-doloreux to 
me ! I'll end this, though. 1*11 stop your allowance— put 
you in an honest way to earn your bread, as I did before ye — 
shut up this house — sell off aU these gimcrackems,, and, Mrs. 
Mud, we'll go back to our more comfortable, and, in my eyes, 
more respectable abode in Islington, where we'll hear no tic 
but the tick of my good old mother's clock in the hall. 

All look astoundedy and the curtainrfalU. 



Entire Word, " Eomantic." 

CharoAsUrs, 
Miss Adelaide Matilda Mudlabk. 
Her Aunt, a Woman of the World, 

Scene. — ^Drawing-room in the same house as tlie preceding. 

Adelaide M., soltis, reads a letter aloud, — 

" Beloved and dearest, — ^Though cruel fate with unrelenting 
scissors has severed the thread of our destinies ; though sepa- 
rated by the iron will of hard-hearted parents, I will, through 
the medium of the post, allow my pen feebly to convey those 
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sentiments of my heart which my lips would fein reveal, — say 

in love's sweet language fo the * ocean of the river of my 

Noughts,' * core of my heart,' the oft-repeated truth that she is 

the * sunshine of my existence,' * sugar in the punchbowl of 

life.' Accept, oh my Adelaide Matilda, the enclosed ring, 

emblematical of the eternity of my affection ! Fondly and for 

ever yours." 

Yes, my Plantagenet, I am yours — yours only. My 

cruel father may tyrannize, rave, but will never succeed in 

alienating the heart that, while life endures, beats wholly, 

solely, and entirely for thee. Ah ! here comes my aunt ; she 

must not see this precious missive ; she comes to try and 

influence me to accept that miserable Gubbins. Faugh ! the 

very thought of his wig and gaiters makes my flesh creep. 

Gaiters I was ever heroine wooed in them before, I wonder ? 

Alas ! what further persecutions await the wretched Adelaide 

Matnda ? 

ErUer Aunt. 

Aunt Good morning, my dear Adelaide. How goes the 
day with you ? But what is the matter, child ? You seem 
quite out of sorts and spirits. 

Ade. Oh, aunt, what mockery ! How can I wreathe my 
lips in smiles, or assume a mien of cheerfulness, while bearing 
in my bosom a crushed heart, a broken spirit, crushed into the 
depths of darkness and despair. My stem father insists on 
my acceptance of the attentions of that odious Mr. Gubbins, 
whilst my whole heart's best affections are devoted to my 
Delaval. 

Aunt Delaval I my dear, he has not a sou ! An ensign too ! 
— absurd ! ridiculous I 

Ade. It is true he at present holds that comparatively 
subordinate position ; but, so brave and distinguished as he is. 
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he will soon be made, he tells me, an admiral, — or a general, 
I do forget which. 

Aunt ^Sarcastically,'] A corporal, perhaps. Eubbish, my 
dear. Listen to me, Adelaide. Here is Gnbbins. Such 
a match ! such a house ! such equipages ! a splendid estab* 
lishment ! Matrimony, my dear, as its name signifies, ought 
to be considered as a matter of money. Think of the settle- 
ment he will make you ; the jewels he will present you — 
diamonds, my love 1 

Ade. One plain gold ring jfrom Delaval would outweigh 
them all in my eyes. 

Aimt Then you are sure to have your opera-box. 

Ade. I would rather go at half-price sometimes to the 
Princess's with DelavaL 

Aunt Then your entertainments, Adelaide ! You can 
outdo everybody ; combine all the delicacies of the season — 
choicest viands, and the richest wines. My child, reflect. 
Hock, claret, and champagne ! iSmacks her Ups,] 

Ade. I would prefer bitter beer with Delaval. 

Aunt \_In a rage, rises."] And bitter beer you will find it. 
Love soon cools with poverty and privation-; but repentance 
comes too late. Mark me, you will yet bitterly regret throw- 
ing away such brilliant prospects as this proposal offers ; all 
for the most utterly ridiculous and senseless piece of silly 
romantic folly. You will rue it, Adelaide ; you will rue it. 

Ade. \_Rises.] Never ! aunt. I have no fear I shall ever 

regret listening to my heart's suggestions, and obeying their 

behest, and would follow my Delaval in trust and love all the 

world over. 

Curtain falls. 



Digitized by 



Google 



86 • 

CHAKADE THIRD.—" PYGMALION/' 



FiEST Syllable, " Pig." 

(Jha/racters, 
Magistrate. Patrick Moriarty, arid 

Clerk. Judy Moriarty, his Wife, 

Scene. — Petty Sessions Court House in Kilkenny. 

Magistrate. Well, Pat, good morrow. I am sorry to see 
you here. I hope you are in no scrape. 

Fat Morrow kindly, yer honor. No scrape at all in life. 
It is all on account of Judy there and the^, yer worship. 

Jttdy. It well becomes the likes of ye, ye villain, to be evenin' 
me to a four-footed quadruped : but I'll let ye know, ye ruflfin — 

Mag. Cqme, silence, Mrs. Moriarty. Let your husband 
state his case first. We shall hear you after. 

Judy. Good luck to yer honor, that ye may niver see a black 
day. An' I'll not say another blessed word, only but it's hard 
on a dacent girl to be brought up before the whole parish, and 
have her karrackther spiled entirely in the face of yer honorable 
lordship and the whole coort. Not to miution the loss of the 
boneen, the finest craythur yer honor ever set yer two good- 
looking eyes upon. 

Mag. Now, Judy, you really must let your husband speak. 
Go on, Pat. 

Judy. Spake, och hone! 'tis he that can do that same well: 
'tis all he's good for. 

Fat. Te see, yer honor, rint-day was coming round.' The 

praties was all gone ; the turnips rotten entirely ; and there 

was nothing in it to make it up. So I sez to Judy, " The 

gale-day* is coming close on to us. I'll take the pig to the 

* Bent-day. 
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fair," sez I, " in the morning, an' sell her. There's a rise on 
'em now," sez I ; " maybe we'd knock the rint out of her." 
"Do, agra!" sez she, "and good luck." So I set off by the 
break of day to the town of Killane, and turning into the 
market, the very first man I met was Barney Cregan, down 
from near the "Three Bridges," close on to Carrick. "Are 
ye for selling the crayture, Pat?" sez he. "I am," sez I. 
"What do ye expect for her?" sez he. "Sorrow a penny 
under four-pound-ten," sez I. " Och, then, man, is it givin' 
away the baste ye'd be ? What would ye say to three-five ?" 
sez he. "I'd say nothing at all, Barney," sez I, "for it's 
not going for the money." "Well," sez he, "if I make it 
fifteen, where would you be?" "Barney," sez I, "I don't 
want to be hard on a neighbour's son an* a relayshun" — ^for, yer 
honor, Barney was sister's son to Ould Nick Dwyer of the Glin, 
an' he was first cousin to my father's first wife, — God rest their 
souls ! they are all in glory — 

Mag, Never mind the relationships, Pat, they are quite 
irrelevant to the subject ; go on with the case. 

Pat Onriverent are they? It's meeself 'd be sorry to be 
that same to yer honor, — ^not to spake of the coort, and the 
gintleman there who is writing down everything so carefuL 

Clefrk. And all I write you will have to swear to, Pat. 
. Pat I swear ! Be gor I will. That's aisy. " Barney," sez 
I, " the rint is due ; the agent, bad luck to him ! says We must 
book it all up this time, and no mistake, or he'll turn us to the 
road." " Pat," sez he, " we'll get tenant-right, and we'll have 
no more rints or agents." " Hooray I" sez I, " though meeself 
can't exactly understand the sense of tenant-right." " It 
means," sez he, " they have the land long enough, it is our 
turn now. That's the thrm sense of tenant-right," sez he. 

Mag. My good fellow, you must really keep to your subject. 



Digitized by 



Google 



38 OUE CHARADBS. 

Judy. Tut, ye fool, can't ye insinse his lordship and hould 
yer tongue ? 

Pat Ter honor, I'm going on to it aa straight as a die. 
" Barney," sez I, " make the money eyen, and the pig's yours." 
Well, "Done!" sez he; "I'll never stand haggling over a 
shilling. Now we'll wet the bargain at Peg Murphy's public." 
So fastening the crayture outside, we went in for a glass. May 
I be blest, yer honor, if we tuck but a noggin apiece and came 
out. " Now, Barney," sez I, " the money, my man, and take 
the pig." " Where is she ?^' sez he. " Where but where we 
left her?" sez I. Yer honor, she was gone ; not to be seen 
high or low. " Barney," sez I, " pay me my money ; ye 
bought her afore we went in." " I'll pay ye," sez he, " when I 
gets the article — ^not till then." " Te robber," sez I ; " would 
ye plundher a poor man in that way ? " With that he ups with 
his fist and hots me betune the two eyes. " Two can play at 
that game, my man," sez I, giving him a backhandher. I'll 
niver tell a lie, yer honor, but we had a reg'lar shindy, till the 
peelers cum up, and tuk off Barney ; then, with the heart heavy 
inside me, I went home to Judy. 

Judy. \_EelmUng.'] It's little ye thought of Judy whin ye 
wint making a baste of yerself at Peg Murphy's public. 

Pati Ter honor, I but crassed the threshold when she calls 
out, "Have ye the money?"* "It's gone," sez I. "Where's 
the pig ?" " She's lost," sez I. Wid that she gev one screech, 
and tuk the jint-stool and flung it right at my head. As 
I'm standing here, yer honor, for a blessed minit I thought I 
was kilt. 

Judy. An' sarve ye right, ye vagabone. 'Twas the black 
day I ever saw ye. And now to be brought up before yer 
honourable lordship an' the coort for only chastising of my 
husband, an' he a desarvin' of it. Sure yer lordship and every 
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other married woman knows as it's only one's duty, to say 
nothing of the loss of my money, and nothing to pay the rint, 
and the illigant little bonem, och! och! hone! 

Moff. Pat Moriarty, am I to understand that you wish to 
swear an assault against your wife ? 

Fat, Swear a 'salt on Judy ; no, yer honor, I'd scorn to do 
the like. A nater eliverer girl niver stepped in shoe-leather, 
except jist when the timper rises in her. 

Mag. Then, Mrs. Moriarty, what is your complaint against 
your husband ? 

Jtidy. Is it complaining of Pat ? No, yer worship ; there's 
not a claner, quieter boy to be found in the siven parishes — 
barrin when the drop is in, an' it the cross one. 

Mag, Pray, good people what do you want then ? 

Pat and Jtcdg, Want I faix, we want the pig. 

Pat. Write down that, young man. [To the Clerk.] 

Mag, My good fellow — 

[^Some one comes m, hands a paper to the Clerk, who says'] 
Your worship, this has been just brought in. 

Mag. [Reads.] "The proceedings may be stopped in the 
case of Moriarty versus Cregan. The pig has put in an 
appearance. The money will be lodgied in court. The 
animal is at Cregan's." 

Jiidg. The darlint of the world ! 

Pat, The cuteness of the crayture ! I just whispered it not 
to stir. I was only letting on to sell it. For pure contray- 
riness it went off. 

Mc^. I think we may fairly consider this case settled. But, 
Pat, my man, it was too much for you to expect to lose your 
pig and save your bacon. 

Curtain falls. 
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Second Syllable, "May." 

[This word being so long, May can be acted as a tableau.] 

When the curiam rises, a group of Villagers are discovered 
dancing around a Maypole. The stage should he decorated 
with hawthorr^ real or a/rt^kM. 



Last Syllable, "Lion." Fiest Scene. 

CJiAJi/rouAers. 
Androcles md The Lion. 

ScerM, — ^The Desert 
^ni&r Akdrocles. 
And. How fearflil is this solitude ! How sad ! 
Severed thus from all that makes man glad ! 
Earth, your choicest blessings once you gave, 
Now I am — but Androcles the slave. 
Houseless, homeless, friendless o'er 
This wretched desert and this gloomy shore, 

[J[ roaring ofwHd beasts is heard. 
Hark! those cries. Some ferocious beast ; 
On these poor limbs he'll make his horrid feast : 
The monster approaches, but it seems in pain, 
I'll address it gently, perhaps not quite in vain. 
Enier The Lion, limping badly. 
And. Your majesty is suffering, I fear, from corns ! 
Lion. No ! I am not. 'Tis those confounded thorns. 
And. Permit me, sire, to see your noble paw. — 

Ah ! just as I thought, deep seated in the claw. 
I'll just insert my digit dexterously. 
Extract it well as Sir Benjamin Brodie. 

[^Draws out a long thorn. 
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Lion. Thanks, my friend, when we meet again, 

I'll do as much for you. Adieu till then. {EoDit Lion. 

Cwtain falls. 
Last Syllable. Second Scene. 

Characters, 
Akdbooles. Liotobs. Captain op the Gladiatoks. Lions. 

Scene, — Ante-room in the Roman amphitheatre. 

Captain, Lictors, bring forth Androcles. Now 'tis nine : 

In fifteen minutes, by my Dmt^ the lions they must dine. 
And. Hold your own, Androcles, come what may. 
Though " butchered to make a Roman holiday." 

\_A roar is heard. 
, I hear them shout, — the monsters come, — 
Proud heart, be still ! oh, lips, be dumb ! 
Heaven, stretch forth thy pitying arm to save, 
Or it's all U P — up — ^with Androcles the slave. 

Emier The Lions vsiih. a honrnd and a roar. They suddenly stop short; 
the first looking quite disgusted, 

1st Lion. Pshaw ! the whole thing is nothing but a sell ; 

This is my friend Androcles, a man I know quite well. 

Dine on him I as I'm a sinner, 

I'd rather ask him home to dinner ; 

Come along, Androcles, I'll tell you what, 

If any man say Boo to you, — ^he'd better not. 

[With a growl, gives his paw to Androcles. 
2nd Lion. Bosh! 

Curtainfalls. 
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Entire Word, "Pygmalion." 

Charcicters, 

Pygmalion. 

Thermophyler, his Assistcmt, Statue. 

Scene, — A sculptor's studio in Ancient Greece. — Busts, casts, studies and 
sketches of different sorts scattered about. A statue of a girl on a 
pedestal, before which Pygmalion stands, with arms folded, in a deep 
reverie. 

Thenmyphyler seated lefore an easel, sketching, a short pipe in 
^ his mouth, — 

Wherefore, Pygmalion ! dost thou wear 

Such downcast mien and melancholy air ? 

Why thus abstracted, then start and moan ? 

Why waste thy life in sighing o'er a figure made of stone ? 
Pyg. Silence, slave ! Thou speakest of what, 

I say, thou understandest not. 

Ton fair statue, as she graceful stands. 

In her calm beauty, fresh from artist's hands, 

Divinely fair, more lovely face 

Never did sculptor's chisel trace ; 

Had it but life, I say, Thermophyler, 

Perfection's self it surely were. 

Could I her with a soul inspire. 

Or bring from heaven some living fire. 
Ther. [^Aside.'] Life in a statue ! 'Tis very sad. 

But sm'ely he's gone staring mad. 
lAloud,'] Prometheus tried that game, but found it did not pay : 

The gods are rather jealous of interference in that way. 

To bring down fire from heaven, he made himself a thief : 

The speculation failed — the feUow came to grief. 
Pyg. Oh ! Jupiter, Juno, Venus, Mars, — 
Ther. lAside."] And all the rest of ye, up there among the stars. 
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Pyg, \^Not heeding hmJ] Enthroned above on proud Olympus' 
height, 

Ye mighty ones, pity my sad plight. 

Oh ! grant my petition — I ask it on my knees — 
Ther. [Asids^ Do, ladies and gentlemen, help us if you please — 
Pyg, You sweet Graces, heavenly three — 
Th&r, \Aside^ The other young women and Euphrosyne — 
Pyg. Grant me your aid, ye tuneful nine ; 

'Twas your inspiration, all divine, 

Made what it is, this work of mine, 

Euterpe, Clio, and Melpomene, — 
Ther. [^Aside:"] With history, music, and astronomy — 
Pyg. You also, graceful, grand Terpsichore, — 
Ther. [^Aside,'] Patroness of heel-taps, and aU sorts of kickery. 
Pyg. What, silent stiU and silent all ? as, said 

A great poet. 
Ther. \^Aside.'] But he is a long time dead, 
Pyg. No reply ? 
Ther. [Aloud.'] Nor likely ; it's a long way oflPl 

It couldn't come yet, even if sent by telegraph. 

But meanwhile, Pygmalion, if I were you, 

I'd ask the girl myself ; that's what I should do. 
Pyg. A happy thought ! [To the Statue.'] Stately and serene 

As there thou standest, beauty's queen. 

Give but a sign, a look, a word, — ^nay, speak. 
Ther. [Aside.] Do, dear young woman, though but the smallest 

squeak. 
Pyg. With pity hear my prayer, my moan. 

Come back to Ufe, and be no more a stone. — 

She moves, she breathes, she smiles, she lives ! 
. Oh, joy beyond expression ! Can earth give 

More ? Do I dream ? Am I distraught at last ? 
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Ther. {Aside^ I've been thinking that this long time past. 

{The Statue opens her eyes, and moves an arm. 
Pyg. \^Sems her handy and hisses if] Beloved and dearest, mine 
for ever. [They slowly move off. 

Ther. That beats everything ! Well, I never ! 
Curiuin falls. 



CHAEADE FOURTH.— "RINGLET." 



First Syllable, "Eing." 

Characters, 

Lady Floba Dash. 

Mrs. Dash, Ti&r Sister-in-law. 

Captain Dash, of the Quards. 

jAMESy Footman. 

Scene. — A Drawing-room in London. 

Lady F. aTid Mrs. D. sea^ted near otic aTwther. Lady F. in an arm-chair , 
wearing a/n, air of extreme vexation. Mrs. D. in walking dress, caresses 
her poodle. 

Lady Flora. I am so glad to see yon. How is Fan-Fan ? 

Mrs. Dash. I do not think the darling qnite weU to-day. It 
dined on wild-fowl yesterday ; which does not agree with it. 

Lady F. Poor dear ! it should have nothing but chicken, or 
now and then a sweetbread. 

Enter Jambs. 

Lady Flora. What is it, James ? 

James. My lady, master has lost his emerald ring : thinks 
he may have dropped it here : his compliments ; he would be 
much obliged if your ladyship would look for it. [Both ladies 
look round.] 
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Lady F. It is not here. Yon had better search Captain 
Dash's regimentals, it may have canght in them somewhere ; 
he was on dnty yesterday. 

James. Yes, my lady. [_Exit James.] 

Mrs. D. Is that the exqnisite emenJd ring, you gave him, 
Flora ? yonr mother's, that she prized so ? 

Lady F. Yes ; fool that I was ! Eleanor, I am in such a 
rage. 

Mrs. D. What about, dear ? not with your husband, I hope? 

Lady F. Yes, with Charley, my husband. 

Mrs. D. Come to that already? Only last week you were like 
two turtle-doves ; never separate ; but looked, moved, or thought 
in the same direction. As for Charley, I always preach him 
up to Fred as the very model of all a husband ought to be. 

Lady F. Model fiddlestick ! Men are all alike : not to be 
trusted, any one of them : treacherous and deceitful. 

Mrs. D. Dear, dear ; what has he done ? 

Lady F, Oh, I'll tell you all about it. You know last night 
Lady Lisle's masquerade took place. 

Mrs. D, I should think I do ; all London has been mad on 
the subject for days past. 

Lady F. We got cards. Of course I wished very much 
to go. 

Mrs. D. Most naturally. 

Lady F. But Charley set his face quite against it, — would 
not hear of my accepting. 

Mrs, D. Most w/inaturaUy. 

Lady F. Said he detested them ; his wife should never be 
seen at anything of the kind; in fact, he made such a fiiss 
about it, that, though very much disappointed, I did not ven- 
ture to expostulate. 

Mrs. D. Poor dear ! why he has become a perfect Turk. 
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Lady F, At all events, I put the entire affair out of my 
head ; and when in the afternoon, yesterday, he came to say he 
was on duty at the Tower, and so would dine at the mess, I 
prepared myself for an evening of solitude ; sent for a new 
book to Mudie's, and resigned myself to all. 

Mrs. B. Why not have sent over for me, or have come to 
us? 

Lady F. I took it for granted you were going to the ball ; — 
but, as I was saying, I had just settled myself comfortably, 
when rat-tat at the door, and in rushes Kate Bouverie — ^you 
know her, don't you ? 

Mrs. D. Yes ; a very pretty fair girl, with dark eyes. 

Lady F. Yes, wonderftd eyes ; she is a charming girl, a great 

friend of mine : she came to say that her married sister, with 

whom she was to have gone, had taken cold, and had given up 

all hopes of being able to go ; and would I but be so good as 

to let her come with me. Her despair was intense when I told 

her I was not going ; Charley was on guard at the Tower, and 

besides, had positively forbidden it, and insisted on my sending 

an apology. 

BrUer Jambs. 

James. My lady, master is quite positive as how he left the 
ring on the mantelpiece or work-table, and would be greatly 
obliged if your ladyship would look if it could have fallen 
anywhere. 

Lady F. [Looking carelessly^ You may tell him it is not 
here. It must be in his rooms at the Tower. I have searched 
everywhere. 

James. Very well, my lady. [Exit James.] 

Mrs. D. Oh, how did you dispose of your young lady ? 

Lady F. Oh, she would hear of no refiisal ; overruled all 
objections ; laughed at my scruples ; said it was the ball of the 
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season, and to stay away was simply an impossibility; her 
sister's dress would just suit, — no one would ever know we 
were there. Quite overpowered by her eloquence, I yielded. 
We agreed to go off at once to her sister's in Hill Street, 
and dress there. Everything suited nicely, and masked beyond 
all recognition, with young Claude Bouverie for our cavalier, 
we all three trundled off to the ball. 

Mrs, D. I must call it a frightfully depraved proceeding. 
And poor Charley — ? 

Lady F. Poor Charley, indeed! but I admit it was not 
conscientious ; however, it was greiat fun. No one knew us ; 
we laughed, chatted, and intrigue'd with every one ; but un- 
fortunately, in the conservatory, thinking myself alone, I moved 
my mask a moment to get a little air, when, to my con- 
sternation, I heard myself addressed by name by that Mr. 
Pyper in Charley's regiment. 

Mrs, D, I detest that man; he makes it a point to be 
always in the way. 

Lady F. I masked instanter, and made off as fast as I could 
through the first open door, hoping he would think himself 
mistaken. My dear Eleanor, it was a little room. Lady Lisle's 
boudoir, and there, tSte-a-tete, seated on the sofa, enjoying them- 
selves most thoroughly, were that horrid Mrs. Diamond and — 
the sight turned me to stone — who do you think ? 

Mrs, D, Charley, of course ; I guessed he went, all through. 

Lady F, Yes, there he was, flirting with that woman, quite 
as if he totally forgot he had a wife at home ; or at least, I 
mean — 

Mrs, D. [Laughing,'] Or who ought to be at home. 

Lady F. My arrival rather disturbed the pair ; for — ^with, 
from Charley, "Tkis is our -waltz," — they left. But just 
where they sat I espied something shining on the carpet, and 
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stooping down, picked up the ring, the missing ring ; perhaps 
he was presenting it to the lady. Oh, Eleanor, all the happi- 
ness of my life is gone ! I'll never forgive him, never ! And to 
think I must conceal my resentment ! of oonrse I dare not 
accuse him. [CV-*e«.] 

Enter Captain Dash. 

Captain Dash How are you, Eleanor ? Have you been long 
here? Flora, love, I am so annoyed at having mislaid my 
ring ; it must be only mislaid ; I would not lose it for the 
universe. But what's the matter? you have been crying, 
child. [Lays his hands on her shoulders.'] 

Lady F, [Wipes her eyes.] Nothing is the matter; and I 
have not been crying, only— 

Capt.^ D, Only cross then ; vexed about the ring : it must 
be found. 

Mrs. D. I think our best plan would be for us all to look in 
your barrack-rooms ; you must have dropped it there : I dare 
say it has got entangled in some of your war toggery. 

Gapt D. No use on earth looking there ; I have not been 
there tiiis week. 

Mrs. D. Not this week ! you forget strangely ; why you 
were on duty yesterday, were you not ? 

Gapt D. Oh, oh yes ! Now, to be sure, I forgot ; of course I 
was. [^5^i^.] Hang it, I was near getting into a fine scrape. 
[Aloud.] No, I am sure I left it here on the mantelpiece. 
{Looks about] 

Lady F. I now distinctly remember seeing it on your finger 
when you took leave of me yesterday; it caught in the lace of 
my fichu. 

Enter James tuith a note, 

James. From Mr. Pyper, sir ; messenger waits to know is 
there any answer. 
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C%?^. D. No answer, f^a?*^ James.] 

Lady F, [Aside,'] Oh, Eleanor, that man I he'll surely say 
something about seeing me. 

Mrs. D, Never mind, love ; you have the trump card in 
your pocket. 

Gwpt D. [Goes to iM window and reads.] " The court-martial 
is fixed for ten to-morrow 4 I'll call round for you in my trap. 
I trust Lady Flora is none the worse for her fatigue last night. 
What a crowd there was ! Yours, P." [In a rage.] Flora, it 
cannot possibly be true what this fellow writes, that, in spite 
of my express prohibition, you went to Lady Lisle's ? 

Lady F. It is possible. I did go ; but I am very sorry. 

Gapt D. Do you mean to tell me that, against my wishes, 
and though I so distinctly forbade it, you went ? 

Lady F. I did. [Puts her handkerchief to her eyes.] 

Mrs. D. Come, don't be so savage, Charley. While you were 
off on duty she was here all alone. It was so triste; you must 
forgive her. 

Cajpt. D. I'll never forgive her, never ! All is over between 
us for ever. Such conduct in a wife is unpardonable. 

Lady F. [8oftly.] It is indeed ; I feel it is ; I shall never for- 
give myself ; going off to that gay scene of luxury, whilst my 
poor husband was suffering untold hardships in the service of 
his country. 

Mrs. D. Very true ; un-told hardships. 

Lady F. Perhaps he had not even good cigars with him ; 
may have forgotten his pipe 5 — I shall never cease to reproach 
myself. 

Mrs. D. [Sighs.] Ah, it was very bad. I trust, however, 
Charley, you had a good bottle of claret ; Fred always says 
that helps him to bear a great deal, 

D 
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Capt D. [Oruffly.'] No, I had not. [Aside.'] What are they 
up to ? Flora would never trot off so gently, with only a snaffle 
on, if she were preparing for a kick. I must make up with her ; 
for after all she only did it for a lark. But I misdoubt all this 
penitence: I must do the offended husband a little longer. 
\_Aloud,'] You cannot expect me easily to pass over this open 
defiance of my authority. Flora. Did I not distinctly tell you 
I should not permit your going ? 

Lady F. I know it was all terribly wrong. I never can 
expect you to look upon me with affection, or have any confidence 
in me again. [Puts her hand over her eyes.] You truly say 
all is over between us for ever. I have, however, one comfort 
in all this miserable business, and that is, I can have the 
pleasure of restoring the ring ; the one you lost last night, 
and that you so very highly prize. I found it [sighs] at 
Lady Lisle*s, in the boudoir, at about one o'clock ; it dropped, 
I think, off Mrs. Diamond's finger, as I picked it up just 
where she sat. [Hands him the ring.] 

Capt D. [Takes the ring; looks very much confused.] {Aside.) 
So that is what it all means. How like a fool I must look, 
and how confoundedly like a fool I feel ! [Aloud.] Flora, you 
have, I fear, more, after all, to forgive than I have ; but do not 
lor a moment believe my going was premeditated. Some of 
our fellows went, and persuaded me to accompany them : a 
brother officer took my duty. Above all, do not think I gave 
away your ring to any one. Come, let us be Mends, my 
darling, and forget it aU. 

Lady F. Oh, Charley, and I believed in you so entirely ! 

Capt D. And believe me still, Flo. I would not lose a smile 
from your lips, or bring a frown to your brow, to please all the 
women in London, 
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Mrs, D, That is very charming. Now, like good children, 
kiss and be Mends ; and for ever forget this ring's little mis- 
adventure. 

Capt D, I shall always keep this, and replace it in your 
jewel-box by the prettiest at Emanuel's to-morrow. 

Lady F. Ah, Charley, you gave me one at St. George's, 
three months ago, that I would not exchange for all in his 
establishment. 

Mrs. D. Very prettily said. Now let us go into the park 
Fan-Fan is quite pining for a little fresh air. 
Curtain falls. 



Second Syllable, " Let.'' 

CTuiracters, 
Mr. and Mrs. Poddles. Mary, t?ie Maid-servant. 

Scene. — ^A small Parlour in London. 

Mr. and Mrs. P. seated at a small table, Mrs. P. working^ Mr. P. 
poring dver papers, 

Mr. Poddies. Is it not supper-time? I feel starved. 

Mrs. Poddies. I declare 'tis just eight. Mary ! [Galls^ 

Mary, I'm coming. [Enters,'] 

Mrs. P. Has the butcher brought the steak P 

Mary. Please 'm, the butcher says, as he won't send none till 
he gets paid ; his bill is now on a fortnight due. 

Mrs. P. Dear, dear, what is to be done? and all your salary 
gone, Mr. Poddies. 

Mr. P. Almost all gone to renew the bill that the fasci- 
nating but too intelligent Irishman stuck me in for, who had 
our first floor. 

Mrs. P. He went off without paying his rent. 
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Mary, Nor for the roast duck he had for supper the night 
before he left. , 

Mr. P. All the same, Mr. Poddies, I think it a pity your 
setting your face against lettiog the rooms to any one else, — 
this year too ; such crowds flocking in to London for the Ex- 
hibition, and give such prices for any sort of accommodation. 

Mary. Yes, sir ; and over the way, the girl told me this 
morning, they let the hattics to a foreign gent for five guineas 
a week. We might say, " No Hirish need apply." 

Mr, P. WeU, w<e must eat, that's certain ; and must pay for 
it, that is more certain stilL [Bell rings. Exit Mary.] 

Enter Maby with papers, 

Mary, Please sir. Taxes left this ; says he must have the 
money ; and Water-rate says he*ll stop the supplies ; and here's 
Gas is a going to cut the pipes off ; and there's Milk, worst of 
aU— 

Mr, P, Stop, stop ! How much altogether do they come 
to ? [Talces the Mis and adds up,"] Thirty-four pounds, ten 
shillings ; and I have one pound, six shillings, and tenpence 
three farthings. Mary, put up a bill in the window, " Apart- 
ments to let." 

Mary, Oh yes, sir. [Euns off.'] 

Kihocky knock (lomi). Enter Maby. 

Mary, Please mum, a lady, and five young ladies, and three 
young gentlemen wants the first floor. 

Mrs, P. But, Mary, do they understand there are but two 
rooms? 

Mary. Yes, mum. They says it will do very well, with the 
sofa, and chest of drawers, and the hearthrug. 

Mrs, P. Oh, then they can have them for — 
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Mairy, Please, mum, I said twenty gomeafl a week; it's what 
they are getting over the way. 

Mr. P, Well, Mary, we will let them have them ; we must 
not be too hard on country folk, naturally anxious to see the 
wonders of the capital. 

KTiock, knock, ExU Maet, who soon retwms, 

Mcury, Please 'm, a gentleman from Russia, as wants the 
parlours. 

Mr, P, Give them to him, Mary, for the small remuneration 
of fifteen guineas a week. 

Mary, Yes, sir. [^Exit,'] 

Knock, knock. Enter Mary. 

Mary. Five red gentlemen, with feathers in their heads, 
wants the hattics. I says it's impossible, as how there's no 
fires nor windows ; but they says it makes no hodds ; they has 
their wittels plain, and pays in noggins of gold. 

Mrs. P, Nuggets, I suppose. [Knock, knock.'] 

Mary, Lor I wiU it never end ? [Buns off—%oon returns.'] 
An Hand Chief, all in Rob Roy plaid, wants lodgings. Says I, 
" We are quite fdll ;" but he walked straight into the kitchen, 
said he*d make his bed in the lum, wherever that is, but would 
be obliged to be free of the pump. 

Mr. P, Well give it him. Now, Mary, except any gentle- 
man or lady would like to engage a chimney-pot or a water- 
spout, I think we may safely say we are fiill. 

Mrs. P. And thank goodness we can pay our bills. 

Mr. P. And have our supper. Mary, run to the butcher for 
a choice steak, a fillet one, mind. Tell Taxes, Milk, and Water- 
rate, I'll settle them. Tell Gas, if he cuts off my pipes, I'll 
stop his in no time. Mrs. Poddies, my dear, I am very glad 
I took your advice, and let our lodgings. 
Curtain falls. 
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Entire Woed, " Einglet.** 

Characters, 
Messbs. Grbene and Browne. 

Scene, — A small Street in London. Greene is seen walking about, lookin^^ 

up at the windows. 

Enter Browne. 

Browne, What, Greene, old boy ! what brings you here ? a 
man of your extensiye fashion, at this hour too, and at the 
wrong side of Oxford Street. Explain the phenomenon. 

Oreem, My dear fellow, this — h'm! ah! — ^locality, though 
perhaps unaristocratic, is at present to me a hallowed spot ; 
made so by her presence, which presence can— aw — ^make — 
aw — h'm ! — paradise of— aw — 

Browne. A desert waste 1 All right, it's a woman you are 
after ; I guessed as much. 

Oreem, A woman ! No. An angel, a goddess. 

Browne. Oh, on a second floor, I dare say ; we'll leave her 
there. Come, dine at my club ; we'U drink her health over a 
bottle of claret. 

Oreem, Browne, have you ever loved? 

Brotvne, Frequently. 

Oreem, I mean— aw — ^have you ever felt that all-absorbing 
passion which usurps your entire being, which — aw — makes 
you sink into complete nothingness, and — aw — the beloved 
object seems as far removed as— aw — the girl said the other 
night at Drury Lane, " some bright, particular star"? 

Browne, Never; I don't look so high for them as up there. 
Waxlights do very well for me, and have the advantage, you see, 
of being nearer, more accessible : but come along. 

Gheem, Just wait a few moments longer; she may appear. 
I want to tell you all about it. Till I mention what occurred 
yesterday that has altered my entire being — aw — ^given a 
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diflferent colour altogether to my existence; made life seem — 
aw — ^brighter and— aw — ^better. 

Browne. Well, go on. ILeans against the post-pillar; takes 
out his dgoAr-caseJ] But I hope you won't mind my smoking, 
will you? A cigar I always find rivets my attention. Take 
one. Don't you smoke ? 

Cfreene, H'm ! aw — ^no ; it does not agree with me. 

Browne. It is a pity. You would find it most consoling — 
in your present condition especially. Now go on, I am all 
attention. 

Greene. Yesterday afternoon I had just turned into Oxford 
Street, and stopped to look in at a jeweller's window, when a 
cab drove up. There were two ladies inside ; one alighted and 
went in, but the other, in getting out, had her dress caught or 
entangled, somehow or other, in the step or door. She would 
have been precipitated on the pavement in another instant 
had I not sprang forward, and prevented her falling, which I 
had the inexpressible happiness of doing. She thanked me with 
a smile — and such a smile! Oh, Browne ! Ifeel it still. 

Browne. Good ! go on, it's most intensely interesting. 

Ghreene. After a few minutes I followed her into the shop — 
made some trifling purchase. There she stood, leaning list- 
lessly against the counter, whilst her Mend was engaged in 
some transaction with the shopman. She was becomingly but 
not showily dressed ; wore a round hat vidth a tuft of feathers 
in front. I think they make a pretty woman look prettier. 

Browne. I like them myself too, rather — ^but proceed. 

Ghreene. Her graceful figure! Eyes, heaven's own blue. 
Then her hair, that escaped from under the network girls 
always wear, in long, soft ringlets. Browne, that was hair ! It 
was not distorted, a la Chinoise, nor dragged out of the roots 
a V Imperatrice. It was not limp and ragged like a milliner's ap« 
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prentice, nor in ponnds of candles like the misses in select semi- 
naries, but fell in hngy rich, wavy, golden masses. Oh, Browne I 

Browne, My dear fellow, you talk like a book. I could stand 
with pleasure for another hour and listen to you : but it is now 
eight. [^Loohs at his watch,'] Nature abhors a vacuum. She 
is at present loudly calling to be filled. Come, we'll finish it 
all off at St. James' Street. 

Chreene, [_Catches hold of him hy the button,'] Just a minute 
more. I don't mind confessing it to you, Browne, but — aw — 
I am rather new to a thing of this kind ; in fact, it's the first 
— aw — love affair I have ever been engaged in. My heart has 
up to this been adamant with respect to the fair sex. I 
followed them home — found they lived here — ^have haunted 
the place since in hopes of getting a glimpse of my charmer, 
but all in vain — she has never made her appearance, and — aw 
— I am at a loss to know what to do next — ^how to get on, in 
fact. * 

Browne. To get on — ^nothing easier. Send her a present. 
Flowers from Covent Garden ; a bottle of lavender water ; or a 
small barrel of oysters — ^women are fond of them generally. 

Ghreene, Send Venus a sweeping-brush ! Don't mock at my 
feelings. You jest at everything, 

Browne, Stay ! I have an idea. You say you have walked 
up and down all the day. • 

Ghreene, For five hours precisely. 

Browne, {^Surveys him from head to foot,] Then it is not in 
the power of Stultz' last or an irreproachable tie to move her ; 
that's a fact. But you sing, Greene, my boy, of course you 
do. You have a musical countenance. Do something in the 
serenade line ; something impromptu and d, propos — about 
blighted affection, deathless constancy, ringletsand moonshine 
— ^that will do it. 
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Qreene. I know exactly. \Sing8 m a shrill treble^ slightly 
crachedJ] 

My dark-eyed maid, 
Thy ringlets deck 
In silken curls 
Thy gracefdl neck. 
JBrotvne. Stop I stop, for heaven's sake I Here, this is more 
the thing. iSings'] — 

♦ That little glossy curl of thine. 
That shades thy lovely brow, 
One day yon promised should be mine, — 
Then give, oh ! give it now. 

I'll gaze upon it when alone ; 

No other eye shaU see 
How much I'll love it when thou'rt gone, — 

Oh, give it now to me ! 
I'll kiss it fondly o'er and o'er. 

Each night and morning too ; 
And every day I'll prize it more. 
And love it next to you. 
[The vjindow gently opens ; a ringlet is thrown doton to the 
singer, tied with a Hue ribhonJ] 

'Tis mine ! I have not sought in vain ; 

Once o'er thy brow it curled ; 
I would not give it back again. 
Nor lose it — ^for a world. 
There, the Muse has done the business well, Greene. I'll leave 
you possession of the position, and master of the field ; but, by 
George ! [looking up to the window"], J shall keep the ringlet. 
Curtain falls. 

• These words are stmg to Sinclair's version of **Be mine, dear maid." 
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CHARADE FIFTH.— -PARCEL." 



First Syllable, "Parr." 

Characters, 

Mrs. Muffin. 

Drs. Allopath, Homeopath, and Quacks. 

Sc&ne. — A small Parlour. 

Mrs. Muffin, solus^ is seen going dbovi the room arranging the fumMure^ 

the hooks on the table, then settles the chimney ornaments, 

Mrs, M. I must have things look a little tidy against the 
doctor's visit. They do get so soon into a mess — ^no keeping 
anything clean in London. Dr. Allopath is now np-stairs with 
Snsan Jane. I don't like the way that girl is going on — she has 
now been six weeks nnder their care and treatment, and I can't 
say I see the least improvement, though the three doctors come 
regularly every day. I am sure, if she were to get half the 
things this man, at present with her, orders, she would have 
been poisoned long ago. Oh dear, the powders, pills, physics 
of all sorts , — ^but I take very good care she don't get half of 
them. It was a good thought of mine having in the other two 
practitioners at the same time — one will counteract any great 
harm the other man does. I suppose it is necessary sometimes 
to have a doctor ; so the best plan is to try and render them as 
harmless as possible. The best of it is, neither of these men 
know that there is any other in attendance ; but it does some- 
times put me in a great flurry, fearing by any chance they might 

meet. That would be ; but here comes Number One. 

Enter Dr. Allopath. 

Dr. All, Well, my dear madam, we are getting on nicely, 
very nicely; in a short time it will be all well with us; but I 
must impress the necessity of a strict attention to all my direc- 
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tions, which of course you do. May I ask a pen and ink ? 
IWrites.'] 

Mrs. M. Oh yes, Doctor, all of them — spills, decoctions, and 
powders. 

Dr. All. Well, these are pills, four to be taken every three hours 
— a wine-glass of this draught between times — these powders 
night and morning — then, if the symptoms don't subside, we'll 
put a blister on ; meanwhile, let her take the bottle she has 
been using as before— do you understand ? 

Mrs. M. Oh yes, sir; but whatever is the matter with 
Susan Jane ? 

Dr. All. All mucous membrane, my dear Mrs. Muffin — all 
mucous membrane. You may trace back every form of disease 
to derangement of the mucous membrane. It regulates the 
whole frame. When not in order, then comes fever, dyspepsia, 
and all cutaneous diseases, as — hem! old Shakespeare says, 
we are " fearfully and wonderfully made." 

Mrs. M. La ! yes : we are — ^frightfully and wonderfully made, 
some of us — [looking at the Doctor"] — ^but I suppose she'll get 
over it ?• 

Dr. All. [Rises.'] Your daughter's case requires vigorous 
treatment, very vigorous ; but we shall pull her through by 
attending carefiilly to all the directions. Be sure you give 
her all the medicines regularly as ordered. [Encit.] 

Mrs. M. [Looks at all the bottles, Sfc] If I were to give 
her but the half of them she'd soon be in Highgate Cemetery; 
but I must put them all away before the next man comes. 
[A knock is heard.] Oh, here he is, — the opposition. 
IhUer Db., Hom(eopath. 

Dr. Horn. I am delighted to see you, Mrs. Muflfin, looking 
so charmingly. And how is our interesting patient? — ^better, 
I trust. 
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Mrs. M, Indeed I can't say that I think her much better, 
— it is much of a muchness with her. 

Br, Horn. What does she complain of to-day ? 

Mrs, M, A headache — ^pain in her side — and an alloverishness. 

Br, Horn, Ah ! of course. I knew I should hear this state- 
ment to-day. Does she carefully take the globules and drops as 
directed ? 

Mrs, M, Oh, every one ; but they don't seem to make any 
difference. 

Br, Horn, Don't you find the feverish symptoms much 
abated, and the pulse quieter ? Rather chilly, eh ? 

Mrs, M, Quite the contrary. She is as hot as fire to-day. 

Br, Mom, H'm! ha! — ^it's just what I expected. No appe- 
tite, of course ? 

Mrs, M, Oh, indeed ! she does pretty well that way — she 
has just had a beefsteak and a half-pint of best sixpenny. 

Br, Horn, Exactly what I was prepared to hear — with a 
burning thirst ? 

Mrs. M, Well, I can't say she has—she does not complain of it. 

Br, Horn, Of course not. Precisely as I thought. 

Mrs, M, But, Doctor, what ails the girl ? what is her com- 
plaint? 

Br. Horn, Nerve, my dear Mrs. MuflBn, all nerve. Every 
disease and all disorders originate from the disturbance of the 
nervous system. Modem science, with gigantic strides, has 
made her way straight to the fountain-head. Now we attack 
the enemy in her citadel. 

Mrs, M, Well, well, but what good ever can aU these little 
dots and drops of water do ? 

Dr, Horn. My dear madam, one of these small phials con- 
tains suflBcient to cm'e an hospital ; and five of these mole- 
cules would cure a man of a dangerous fever. 
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Mt8. M. La ! no end to the art of man. Ton must see 
strange things in the course of your practice, Doctor. 

Dr. Horn. Strange! wonderful! I am now attending a 
young lady who is under the hallucination that she is a silk- 
worm. She spends her days spinning round and round, and 
keeps, as she imagines, drawing threads from her stomach. 
I humour her fallacy, and have her all wrapped up in cotton 
wadding — she is quite under the impression that she is a cocoon. 
So by these means I shall be enabled to keep her quief for two or 
three weeks, which is a great point to effect in these maladies. 

Mrs. M. Gracious! 

Br. Rom. Then a gentleman I am attending at the West- 
end is under the sad impression that he is a tea-pot : he keeps 
walking perpetually about his room, with one arm at his side, 
the other stretched out, and crying, " I am cracked, I am 
cracked! Will no one pour me out ?" 

Mrs. M. Oh my! did you ever ! 

Br. Rom. True, my dear Mrs. Muffin— too true, and, alas I 
too common, these idiosyncracies. But time presses, I must 
go up to my patient. Good morning. [^Exit.'] 

Mrs. M. Well, well ; I am fairly bewildered between them 

both. \_A knock w hee^d.^ And now here comes Number 

Three, Dr. Quacks. It was a providence those two did not 

meet. I must detain him a while, till Number Two is clear off. 

Enter Db.. Quacks. 

Br. Quacks. How do ye do, Mrs. Muffin? How is your 
fair daughter ? I hope she is progressing favourably — she has 
been some time ill, I believe, and under medical care ? 

Mrs. M. For six weeks and more, with two doctors, and 
not a bit the better of either of them. 

Br, Q. May I ask, how is she affected ? — ^what are the 
symptoms ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



62 OUB CHAEADBS. 

Mr8. M, Well, it is hard to say, exactly. She is troubled 
with low spirits, and has a pain in her side, does not care about 
anything, only reading — ^reading for eyer. Then she always 
has a headache, particularly on a Saturday, which is our clean- 
ing out day, and which is a great loss to me, for before this 
there was not a brighter, handier girl in the street than our 
Susan Jane. Whatever is the matter ? 

Dr, Q. Oh, h*m! I should say the heart is affected ; a slight 
ossification, causing derangement of the system. 

Mrs, M. Officercation ! well, I would not be surprised if that 
were the case, Doctor, for somehow she has never been the 
same since the lieutenant of the Volunteers left here : he had 
our first floor. 

Dr. Q. Very likely — cause and efffect. Knowing the 
disease thoroughly, we'll soon 'find the remedy, and have her 
all well again, [^akes some boxes out of his pocket,'] This 
inestunable pill, invented by the greatest philosopher of modem 
times, and the grand benefactor of the human race, the revered 
and never-to-be-forgotten Farr! You'll find, Mrs. Muffin, 
before she has finished the second box she will be dancing a 
polka. All disorders, my dear madam, originate from ob- 
structions in the viscera of the system, and prevent a free 
circulation and action of the mechanism of the animal 
economy. This renowned pill as a restorative has never been 
known to fail; it creates an appetite, and as a renovator of the 
nervous system stands unrivalled; and for the power it pos- 
sesses in equalizing the secretion of the liver, and strengthening 
the digestive organs, it is most invaluable. 

Mrs. M. My goodness ! can it do all that ? 

Dr. Q. It can, and more — that's nothing at all. A short 
time since a poor man fell in the street, and a large waggon, 
with a team of fifteen horses, went over one leg, of course 
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crushing it to powder. The poor wretch was carried at once 
to the nearest hospital; the surgeonfl were immediately in 
attendance; amputation declared necessary of course, with* the 
wonderM love of the knife characterizing all these learned 
gentlemen. The patient, poor fellow, naturally objected to 
losing a limb. 

Mrs. M. Lor ! and so should I. 

Dr. Q. He swore he would not give it up for the best man 
amongst them. However, he was soon overpowered, strapped 
down, and the leg removed ; but owing, I suppose, to the con- 
fusion, and partly to carelessness, and also to the nervousness 
of the young surgeon who officiated, they found they had 
taken oflp the wrong leg. In the excited state of the patient, 
who was naturally annoyed at the mistake, and expressed that 
annoyance in strong language, they feared touching the other; 
so they pronounced the patient incurable, and told his Mends 
to remove him. Hearing of the case I called to see the man; 
found him almost in the agonies of death. I took him in 
hand. By the almost miraculous powers of this marvellous pill 
I had the happiness, in a few days, of restoring him to health. 

Mr%. M. But the leg. Doctor, how did you manage about that? 

Dr. Q. Sewed it on, Mrs. Muffin — sewed it on. The 
vigour thrown into the system by the pill soon made the bones 
knit, and all come right again. 

Mrs. M. Well, I never heard anything so wonderful ! And 
these Parr's pills did it all ? 

Dr. Q. My dear lady, they cure every species of disorder, 
known and unknown. 

' Mrs. M. Well, Doctor, I'll leave Susan Jane in your hands, 
and if you cure her, and make her the girl she was before all 
this, I shall not say you are below Farr. 
Curtain falls. 
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Second Syllable, "Cel" [Sell]. 

Mare James, Portrait Painter. 

Mb. Stephens, engaged in the Cityy who has the apartirveTUa opposite, 

Mrs. Stephens, his Wife, Mary, Maid-of-all-work. 

Scene. — A small apartment, fitted up something like a studio, with the 
door open, out of which you can see the door of the opposite room. 

]\[are James {solus) is seen just giving the finishing stroke to the portrait of 
a lady, and thus soliloquizes: — 

Marh, There, that will do, Mrs. Marsh, you are finished at 
last, thank goodness ! for I am well-nigh weary of you. One 
cannot, of course, expect the streams of this sublunary life to 
run altogether smooth ; but it is hard lines with a poor por- 
trait painter when stout elderly parties insist on being taken 
as Hebe, Ondine, the Lady of the Lake, or some other classic 
celebrity. 

" Oh, would some power the giflie gie us. 
To see ourselves as others see us. 
It would frae mony a blunder free us," &c., 

as Byron says — ^No, it was not Byron, it was — let me see — Bun- 
yan — No, Bums — that's the ticket. I knew it had a B in it. 
Well, it would be a blessing for us artists, at all eyents. Now 
if that girl, my opposite neighbour, could be persuaded to sit to 
me as Esther before Ahasuerus, Berengaria pleading for the 
Scot to Coeur de Lion, would I not renounce portrait painting 
for ever, take to the " historic," get hung at the Academy, and 
be buried with funeral pomp by my countrymen at Westminster 
Abbey. But it seems impossible somehow to attract her atten- 
tion. Now I don't consider myself at all a handsome man — not 
strictly handsome, yet all my friends consider I have rather a 
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distinguished appearance \jfet8up, looks at himself in the glass^ 
yet, will you believe it, I have passed and repassed that girl in 
the street close to her, and on the staircase, and I am afraid — 
h'm — she never even noticed me. Mary Ann Stephens, that is 
her name — ^you'll wonder how I know it. I'll tell you. I opened 
the door a few days ago for the postman. One of the letters 
bore that address; it was clearly not mine, nor that of the gents 
who occupy the parlours.^ So I said, "Oh, it is the lady, first 
floor left — I'll take it up." So I did: tapped at the door, which 
was opened by a young man — her brother, of course. "A letter 
for Miss Mary Ann Stephens," said I. " All right," said he. 
" Thank you," and shut the door quickly, as if I were .the two- 
penny postman. [^Grosses ^ver again, and examines the por- 
trait.'] Oh, you'll do very well now, Mrs. Marsh, to show your 
admiring friends. But that girl, how pretty she is! I came up- 
stairs after her yesterday, and caught a glimpse of an ancle, — it 
was a thing to swear by, to dream of. She has a fine figure 
too, has Mary Anne — " My Mary Anne !" \humh the song], [^ 
knock is heard at the door,] Who can that be ? — Not her. 
She does not return so early. She leaves every morning at 
a quarter before nine o'clock, and returns at one. To-day 
her brother is gone out, and won't return till night, which 
information he has posted on his door. And she will be 
there, in the opposite apartment, all alone, instead of (if 
the right man, or woman, were in the right place) sitting 
there, at the comer of my hearthstone. \^A knock at the door.] 
Come in ! 

ETvter Maby. 

Mary. Please, sir, I am going out for a holiday. Missus is 
gone to spend the day in the country. Would you be so good 
as to give this key to the young lady as has the opposite room 
when she comes back ? 

E 
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Mark, Yes, Mary, with pleasure. And Mary, here is a 
shilling for you: go and be happy. [-4*wfe.] Fortune favours 
the brave. I've an idea. 

Mary. Thank you kindly, sir. 

Mark, Mary, you are a pretty girl — a very pretty girl. 

Mary, La ! sir. 

Mark, You have a hard place of it here. 

Mary, That I have; work from morning till night, and all 
the lodgers to attend to, and all for eight pounds a year, and 
have to find my own beer. 

Mark, Mary, I am going to get married. You must come 
and live with Mrs. James and me. I'll give you ten pounds, 
and find your beer fer you. 

Mary, Oh, thank you, sir; 111 tell mother. [^Turns to go,"] 

Mark, Just stop a minute, Mary. Could you not forget to 
leave the key, — that one, I mean? Put it in some drawer down- 
stairs, where it cannot be possibly found for some little time. 

Mari^, Well, I never. What are yOu after, sir ? 

Mark, I'll tell you, Mary, my pet. I am after the young 
lady opposite. 

Mury, Lor ! you don't mean Mrs. Stephens, sir ? 

Mark, No, I don^t ; I mean Miss Mary Ann. 
Mary, Gracious me ! [^AsideJl Well, there is no accounting 
for taste. That's no affair of mine, however ; ten pounds a 
year is not to be sneezed at, and. beer. \_Aloiid,'\ Well, sir, I 
don't like to disoblige so very civil a gentleman, and as you 
and the lady is keef)ing company, I'll just leave the key in the 
drawer of the little table in the front kitchen. 

Mark, That will just do, my good girl. But, Mary, be sure to 
be off before the lady returns. 
Mary, Oh, I'm off now. Good-bye, sir. \_Exit Mary.] 
Mark, Could anything be better? Now, when Mary Ann 
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returns, she can't get in — ^no way. Mary and the landlady 
all out. It is snowing hard out of doors. She won't like to go 
to the parlours : the gents there smoke, and are sometimes up- 
roarious. She will read on the door the notice her brother left, 
that he will not return till the evening. So I'll come gallantly 
to the rescue, oflter the use of my apartment to the beloved 
object of my aflEections. Til stop all prudish scruples by 
telling her I am going out for the day— and then, — and then, 
Mark James, make but use of your opportunities, and who 
knows but you may say like Caesar, " Veni, vidi, vici!" the daj 
is yours — ^hurrah ! I'll have luncheon, too, something delicate 
and recherche. Stop ! I hear a step on the stairs. 'Tis she. 
[^QeU ujp, goes over to the door, an4 pe&ps out."] 

Enter Mrs. Stephens. Goes over to the opposite door, which she tries to 

open. 

Mrs. 8. Oh, the door is locked, and here is William's 
writing, — gone out for the day, and he has left the key as 
usual with the girl. [ Calls " Mary, Mary ! " Then goes down - 
stairs calling. Betums after a little."] I can see no one : the 
kitchen is shut up ; nor can I find the key anywhere. It is 
snowing hard ; I am starved with cold, and so tired. Perhaps 
Mary is inside with aunt: she often comes up to sit with her a 
bit. [^Knocks at the door.] No, she is not there. It is very 
tiresome, and aunt is so deaf she would never hear. [^Goes a 
little upstairs, and calls " Mary ! "] 

Enter Mare from his room, 

Mark. 1 beg your pardon, but the girl has gone out for a 
holiday. 

Mrs. S. Oh, thank you, but I fear she has forgotten to leave 
the key of our rooms. 
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Mark, How intensely stupid! If you'll permit me, 1*11 go 
down and ask Mrs. Sims. 

Mrs. S. Oh, I have been down already. The place is aU 
locked up ; there is no one there. 

Mark. To be sure! Our landlady told me this morning she 
was going out to spend the day at Greenwich. 

Mrs. S. It is really very provoking ; what am I to do ? 
[^Tries to open the door.'] 

Mark. Permit me to see if I can manage to force the 
lock. No ; it is a patent — quite impossible. The best 
thing to do, is to look up a locksmith. I'll go and see after 
one. 

Mrs. S. Thank you very much. 

Mark. But you can't possibly stand here in the cold while I 
am away ; pray do me the honour of entering my little apart- 
ment, and sit down by the fire. [ Thet/ enter Mark's room.'] 

Mrs. 8. You are very kind, .but I really can't think of 
intruding. ' 

Mark. Don't mention it. [Places a chair at the fire.] I am only 
too happy to be of any use. Now I shall go and see after the 
smith. [Exit Mark.] 

Mrs. S. This is quite an adventure; and this the same funny 
little man who has been haunting us ever since we took the 
opposite rooms. He is really very civil; I don't know what I 
should have done, I am so tired from my long walk. I don't 
know, either, any place where I could well wait William's 
return. I wonder what would he say, if he saw me so com- 
fortably seated in a strange gentleman's room ? But I hope 
he will be able to find a man to open the door : I do not like 
aunt's beinjg left too long alone. 

JSnter Mark. 
^Marh I am so sorry, but I've been to two smiths, and 
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cannot find one at home; but I left word with their wives for 
some one to come down directly they retnm. 

Mrs, S. It is very tiresome : most unlucky. 

Mark. Pray don't wony yourself about it. I am going out, 
and you will do me an immense favour in making use of my 
humble apartment till you can get admitted to your own. I 
have to go with these sketches to a picture-dealer. I hope you 
will make yourself as comfortable as circumstances will admit. 
I've the honour to wish you good morning. lUxit'] 

Mrs. S. Well, as he is going out, I suppose I may as well 
make up my mind to sit here quietly, and wait for the smith — 
I see nothing else for it. But the whole affair is extremely 
provoking. — Bless me I here is my host again. 

JEnter Mark. 

Mark. I beg your pardon. I thought perhaps you would 
like a book to while away the time ; and fearing the cupboard 
is locked, I returned to open it. Here you'll find some of the 
best standard works — light reading and poetry — I am sure you 
like poetry. 

Mrs. 8. You are very good ; pray don't give yourself so 
much trouble, I shall do very well. 

Mark. Don't speak of trouble. It is such a pleasure to me 
to be able to oblige a ^lady. lAstde.2 It won't do to go ahead 
too fast. lAloud.^ But I shall be late for my appointment. 
[^Bows and exit.] 

Mrs. S. [Takes out a hook and sits down to read."] I am glad 
I have got a book, it is tiresome waiting, doing nothing. — I 
declare, here he is again I 

JShUer Mask. 

Mark. Pray forgive me. I fear the man may not come so 
soon as we expect, and that your fire may be low. Allow me 
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to get coal. [Brings in aorm coal from an mner room.'] There, 
that will look brighter. 

Mrs, 8. Oh, really I am quite ashamed; I fear greatly that 
I am in the way. 

Mark In the way ? It is the first time my room has looked 
as it ought to look, with a lady by the fireside. 

Mrs. S. \ThinTcing she ought to say someihing civU.'] It is a 
very pretty room. 

Mark. I am delighted you are pleased with it. To me it 
will be a hallowed spot firom this day forth. 

Mrs. S. [Aside.'] Upon my word, the Jiittle man is most 
overwhelmingly polite. 

Mark. But I must tear myself away now, and reiterate, 
Good morning. [J^Maek.] 

Mrs. S. I wonder if he is really gone at last? If he just 
would not be so dreadfully civil, but leave me here quietly 
until I can get into my room. I am afraid my poor aunt 
will be very anxious at my prolonged absence. — Positively, 
here he is back again ! 

Enter Mark. 

Mark. A thousand apologies ; but I forgot one of my 
sketches, and had to return for it. Ah, here it is ! I fear 
you will be very dull and lonely while waiting. 

Mrs. S. Oh, not at all, thank you ; I don't mind it in the 
least. [Aside.] I hope he won't offer to stay. 

Mark. Well, I must depart Permit me to recapitulate. 
Good morning. [UicWilABK.] 

Mrs. S. Well, he is gone now I suppose. I may go on with 
my book, and try not to be anxious. I wish the locksmith 
would come. — Upon my word, here comes my overpowering 
little host again! 
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Ervter Mare, followed ly ahoy carryiTig a tray, covered with a white cloth^ 
arid a lunch laid out: a chicken^ some sliced ham, some jelly , and a bottle 
of 



Marie, Yon will, I hope, forgive the liberty I hare taken in 
ordering a little refreshment. 

Mrs, S, Eeally, I don't know what to say. I feel quite dis- 
tressed at your taking all this trouble about me. I can't 
think of— 

Mark, Oh, pray don't say No ! Allow me to give you a wing 
of the chicken ; and you must have a glass of champagne. iHe 
arranges the plates, ^c, and carves; then helps Mb,s. Stephens, 
ivho sits down to the table, and eats. Steps are heard approach- 
ing, and a krwcking at the opposite door,"] 

Mrs, 8, Oh, here is the smith, I am so glad I I was getting 
dreadfully uneasy about leaving my poor aunt so long alone. 

Mark, [^Gets up and goes to the door,} ^Aside,'] No, by 
George ! 'tis Stephens's brother. 

Mr. Stephens, \_Knocks again,'] Is any one inside ? 

Mrs, 8, [^Jumps up,"] Oh, it is Mr. Stephens ! [^Runs to the 
door] Here I am, dear I I could not get in. 

Enter Mr. Stephens. 

Mr, 8, Why, Lucy, what on earth brings you here ? 

Mrs, 8, The door was locked ; Mary had gone out ; no one 
was to be found anywhere. But for the kindness of this gentle- 
man, I don't know what I should have done. 

Mark. Pray don't speak of it. I am quite the obliged 
party. 

Mr. >S^. I am very much indebted to you, sir, for the kind- 
ness and hospitality you have shown Mrs. Stephens, my wife. 

Mark, What do you say ? your wife ! \_Aside,'] Te gods ! 

Mr, 8. ^Yes, my wife, of course. Whom did you take her for ? 
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Mark. Tour sister, of course. Then, pray, who is Miss 
Mary Ann Stephens ? 

Mr. S. My aunt ! deaf as a door-nail ; and who always 
insists on being locked in her room when my wife and I are 
compelled to leave her by herself for a few hours in the 
morning. 

Mark. [Aside.'] So that is it! Mark, you are done, and 
undone ; duped, deceived, and betrayed. 

Mr. S. So all the little attentions you have been for some 
time past fayouring us, were paid under the impression that 
this fair lady was unmarried ? 

Mark. Yes, of course, decidedly. My " intent was honour- 
able, and purpose marriage.'* H'm ! Shakespeare. 

Mrs. S. [Laughing.'] I am so sorry for your disappointment, 
as well as grateful for your kindness. 

Mark. [Aside.] If she only knew t 

Mrs. 8. You must dine with us to-morrow, and we shall laugh 
oyer the mistake. 

Mark. [Aside.] Boys and frogs again ! play to her, death to 
me. 

Mr. S. At the same time, it is really a pity such a good 
luncheon should be wasted. I am famished. If you'll allow 
me, I'll take a glass of wine. [Goes to the table, helps himself.] 

Mark. Oh, pray do ; sit down, and enjoy yourself. [Aside.] 
He is to feast on it ! Got for her ! If it would but choke him ! 
Oh that each indiyidual morsel came from the banquet of the 
Borgias ! [To the audience.] Ladies and gentlemen, you will 
sympathize with me I know; and will all agree that there 
neyer was a poor bachelor so sold. 

Curtain falls. 
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Entire Word, "Parcel." 

Characters, 

Mr. Dazzle. Mary Dazzle, his Sister, John. 

"ULlid to an AutU of Mr, Dazzle, 

Scene. — A Breakfiist-room in London. Breakfast is on tlie table. 

» 

Mr. Dazde, [ Writing^ looks at his watch.'] Just forty-fiye 

minutes before I start for Paris, by mail train to Dover, and 
hope to pass a jolly fortnight, and see a little of life. My 
last trip over there was with my mother and Mary. I saw 
little of the fair city, with the exception of the milliners' 
shops, and now and again a jeweller's ; in fact, our whole 
time went in shopping and executing commissions for every 
individual friend we possessed in England. I was kept on 
the trot from morning till night, carrying about parcels, here, 
there, and everywhere. {^Pours out a cup of tea,] But now, 
thank goodness, not having mentioned to a human being my 
intention of crossing over, I have neither women folk to look 
after, nor commissions to execute. \_Eat8 a piece of toast, and 
goes on writing.'] Not that I mean to say I object to the sex 
— bless the darlings ! — ^but one's own belongings are terribly 
in the way sometimes, when a man has got a fortnight's leave, 
and wants to enjoy himself a little. [ Galls " John! "] 

Enter John, carrying a dish, containing sovie breakfast condiment, 

John. Yes, sir. 

Mr. D. John, are you sure you have not mentioned to any 
one my purpose of leaving town to-day? 
John. Quite sure, sir ; never told no one. 
Mr. D. Is my portmanteau packed ? 
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John, Yes, sir. 

Mr. D, Has the tailor sent home my dress coat? 

John, Yes, sir; 'tis all right; I have put it in. 

Mr. D. Then, John, be sure and have a cab at the door at 
fifteen minutes past ten precisely. 

John. Yes, sir ; I'll be sure and have it there. \_Ikcit John.] 

Mr. D. \_Goes ot\ writing.'] All safe this time. Last year I 
vent to Ireland, intending to pass a fortnight at Killamey with 
a friend ; but my life was a burden to me the whole time. 
What with hunting after bog-oak and arbutus there, and Irish 
tabinet stuff in Dublin, I saw little of the country. \_A knock 
18 heard,] Who can this be? ICalls out.] John, John, I'm 
not at home to any one. 

Enter John. 
John. Miss Mary, sir. 

JEiUer Maky Dazzle. 

Mr. D. [^Aside.] Mary ! what a nuisance ! What on earth 
brings her? \_Aloud.] Mj dear child, I am delighted to see 
you ; but what has brought you out so early ? 

Marjj[. Oh, George dear I mamma has just heard you are 
going off to Paris, and is so surprised at your never haying 
mentioned to her your intention. 

Mr. D. H'm ! — oh !— It is rather a surprise to myself too; 
in fact, I did not make up my mind till a few hours ago. But 
how did you hear of my going, Mary ? 

Mary. Oh, John told Jessie last night. You know there has 
been a sort of flirtation going on between those two for some 
time past ; and of course she thought it her duty to be very 
sentimental this morning on the subject of their approaching 
separation. 

Mr. D. lAside.] The traitor I I'll punch his head for him. 
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Mary. But, George, dear mamma will be so glad if yon will 
call at De Vy*s, in the Rue St. Honore, and bring her a small 
case of caps. And if you would not mind getting me a bonnet, 
I should be so obliged; and anything very pretty, that would 
strike you, in the shape of a mantelet, velvet, trimmed with 
Maltese, or fiir. Will you, . dear ? 

Mr, D. Oh, of course, you are wonderftilly moderate. Now, 
Mary, good-bye ; I am very busy. 

Mary. Good-bye. I declare I nearly forgot ; Aunt Anne 
wants you to take over a small parcel for her. She will write 
the exact address on the cover, so you will have no trouble, but 
just leave it somewhere in the Rue St. Lazare. 

Mr. D. H*m ! just three miles from my hotel. But no matter, 
women have no consciences. 1*11 do it, tell her. Anything 
else? 

Mary. I think not. Adieu ! [Exit Mary.] 

Mr. D. Well, these are the penalties a man must pay for 
possessing female relations^ It might be worse. I could not 
refuse my mother, of course. Mary never will be refdsed. As 
for Aunt Anne, he would be a braver man than I am who 
would say No to her. 

ErUer John, ca/rrying a box* 

John. Mrs. Cramp's compliments, sir ; she has just heard 
from Mrs. Dazzle as iiow you are going off to Paris, and will 
be obliged if you will take over this box ; and also if you 
would please to be very careftd, as it contains two moderator 
lamps. 

Mr. D. Oh, of course. My compliments, I should be most 
happy to do anything to oblige Mrs. Cramp. \_A8ide.'] Con- 
found her! [Exit Joss,'] 

Mr. D. Oh, it is all up now. They all know it. John, 
John! 
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John, iFrom mthouf] Yes, sir; coming, sir. 
Enter John. 

Mr. D. TaJ^e these letters to the post; call a cab; put my 
things in at once. I am off, or I shall be inundated, after all 
my precautions, with these women's toggeries of all sorts. 
\_Exit John.] 

A loud knock. Enier Mart, carrying a bandbox, 

Mary, Oh, I am quite out of breath ; I walked so fast. I 
was so afraid I should miss seeing you, and you might have 
gone. 

Mr. D. [_Aside.'] A good thing if you had. {_Al(md.'] What 
is up now? 

Mary. Dear Lady Drizzle will be so obliged if you will take 
over this little box to Gagelin, Rue Richelieu. It is her last 
bonnet, and is to be altered. And just please call for it when 
leaving Paris, like a good boy. I told her I was sure it would 
give you great pleasure to execute any commission for her. 

Mr. D. [^Ironically.'] Oh, of course ; more than delighted, 
enchanted ; and most grateful that it is not a canary bird, or a 
stand of geraniums. But, Mary, I really must say good-bye ; 
it is quite time I was off. John, are all my things in? every- 
thing up ? 

John, Yes, sir; all right, sir. But here is Miss Dazzle's 
maid! 

Mary. I declare it is Aunt Kitty's maid ! 

ErUer Miss Kitty's Maid, carrying a large brown paper parcel. 

Maid. Good morning, Mr. George. Missus sends this parcel 
for you to take over with you, and begs you will be most careful 
they don't get no wet, as it's blankets she is sending a lady: 
so be sure take them into the railway carriage with you. And 
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be very carefdl [to John], young man ; see that they are put 
inside the cab at once, for fear they might be forgot. Good 
morning, Mr. George, I wish you a safe journey. [Mtit Maid.] 

Mary, Well, George, you have something to look after. I 
am afraid you would hardly like to bring me over a poodle 
now, with all these commissions, but I wish so much I had one. 

Mr. D. Mary, will you go home. [Gives her a hiss, takes 
her by the sTioulders, and turns her out of the room.'] John, 
open the hall door for Miss Mary, and be sure you shut it. 
[Exit Maby.] 

A Umd knock it heard. Enter John, carrying a very large parcel, like a 

tea chest, 

John. Please, sir. Miss Shrimp's compliments, and will be 
greatly obliged by your taking over this little chest, — it is 
tea, — ^for her dear friend, Lady Kettles. 

Mr.D. Is that all? 

John. That is all, sir. 

Mr. D. John. 

John. Yes, sir. 

Mr. D. What am I to do with all these? 

John. Forget them, sir ; and tell them so. 

Mr. D. That would not be right, John. It would not be 
true, you know. 

John. Well, sir ; I can say I forgot them. 

Mr. D. Ah, that will do, John, exactly, very nicely. And 
now march for Paris. 

Curtain, falls. 
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CHAEADE SIXTH.— "PEETENDER.-^ 



FiBST Syllable, "Peetend." 

Cha/rcbctera, 
Mr. Hardtopp, Father to Eleanor and Margaret. 
Walter Grahame, Lover of Eleanor, 
Malcolm Scott, Lover of Margaret. 
Miss Kitty Hardtopp, Maiden Sister of Mr. Hardtopp, 
Eleanor. 
Margaret, Sister to Eleanor, 

Seme. — ^A Drawing-room. Margaret is sitting with a book open in her 
lap ; Eleanor at a tapestry frame. 

Eleanor, \_A8ide.'] What can be the matter with her ? She 
seems latterly so absent and out of spirits ; has lost all interest 
in her former pursuits and pleasures, and often seems uncon- 
scious of everything going on about her. What can be the 
cause ? \_Aloud.'] Margaret, why are you so silent ? 

Margaret, \_Starts.'] Me silent I I was listening to you. 

El. Were you ? That is strange, for I waa not speaking. 

Marg. Oh ! I mean I was reading. 

El. Clever too, that, with your book upside down. Ton 
cannot deceive me, Margaret. You have some secret cause 
of anxiety, some grief which you ought not to keep concealed 
from the sister who loves you so much. 

Marg, I assure you, you are mistaken. 

El, Perhaps so; then speak — say something. It is very 
dull sitting here hour after hour at our work like two dummies. 

Marg, [Affecting a gag manner.} Well, what shall we talk 
about ? our national subject, the weather ? 

El. No ; let us talk about Scotland. You have never 
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answered half my questions about your visit there; always 
seeming as if you wished to avoid the subject. 

Marg. [TroubledJ] Scotland, Scotland, what do you want 
to Imow about it ? ^Aside.'] Heavens, what does she suspect ? 

M. I want to know all about your doings there ; how you 
liked the people. Were you charmed with the scenery ? — 
" Oh Caledonia, stem and wild. 
Meet nurse for a poetic child.'' ^ 

Marg. [Laiighs,'] You should say, — 
Italy, serene and mild. 
Home for a romantic child ; — 
for since Walter Grahame was appointed as attachS at Turin, 
the " fair land " is never out of your thoughts, and hardly ever 
off your lips. 

M. Oh, I own the "soft impeachment ;" — ^but it won't do, 
Margaret, trying thus to turn off my attack. My dear sister, 
why this pretence of gaiety before the world, when it is evident 
to me you have a secret sorrow eating away your life. 

Marg. Nonsense ! once again I tell you there is nothing the 
matter. 

Ul. Margaret, listen to me. Formerly you were as gay as 
I am now ; laughed, chatted, and were fiill of life and spirits ; 
but since your visit to Mrs. Sinclair's, you are not the same 
girl. You are now sad, distrait, and melancholy ; man delights 
you not, nor woman either, I fear. ^ 

Marg. My dear Eleanor, how you allow your imagination to 
cairy you away ! You are quite mistaken about me. 

M. [Offended.] Oh, if you will have it so, of course I am. 
And as long as you choose to affect this wretched attempt 
at liveliness, there is nothing for me to do but receive it as 
reality, and say you are gay, lively, talkative, most delightfully 
amusing, in fact. — ^There ! if I have not done all this wrong ! — 
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and where is my red wool ? [_After a short pause."] I shall 
certainly not intrude on your confidence again. 

Marff. [Bises and goes ovi^r to her.'] Nay, dear Eleanor ; 
sooner than have you think me unkind, I will tell you all. The 
reason of my silence was not from doubt of your affection, but 
that I did not wish to implicate you in this miserable business 
by making you my confidante. When I waa in Scotland last 
summer I met Malcolm Kerr. He was a constant visitor at Mrs. 
Sinclair's, who esteemed him greatly, and gave every encourage- 
ment to his attentions to me, which soon became most marked. 

El. I can now understand that the mysterious photograph in 
your book represents Malcolm Kerr. 

Marg. Yes ; of course we exchanged "photos." And I liked 
him, Eleanor ; so, when he proposed, he was at once ac- 
cepted, to the great delight of dear Mrs. Sinclair, who pro- 
nounced him to be a most unexceptionable parti. I was so 
- happy. He was all I had ever dreamed of in a lover. My 
father was written to for his consent, which waa calculated 
on, alas! too surely. You can imagine our despair when a 
most decided refusal came from him, with a peremptory order 
for iny immediate return home, and saying that he had other 
. views for me. Mrs. Sinclair's remonstrances, Malcolm's and 
my entreaties, were all in vain. I came back, as you thought, 
unexpectedly. You now know the cause ; and of what appeared 
to you my unaccountable despondency. To crown all, yesterday 
my father announced to me the expected arrival of the son of 
an old friend, and desired I should receive his attentions with 
complaisance. This, of course, is Malcolm's rival. You know 
my father's obstinacy, that nothing can move him from a 
purpose once decided on; and I am so weak, so cowardly, 
I quite tremble for the consequences. Malcolm and I parted, 
vowing to be mutually true. I promised him that no com- 
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mands would ever induce me to break faith with him, or ^ve 
my hand to another. 

El. Poor Margaret ! and you have been bearing this heavy 
burden all alone since your return. Our father's friend is Mr. 
Stubbs, the rich Australian ; this I have reasons for knowing. 
You must not marry him ; it is out of the question. Stay ! I 
have an idea. You know papa is quite proud of Walter 
Grahame's attentions, particularly since he has got the appoint- 
ment in the Italian Embassy ; but as yet he has not spoken 
on the subject of our marriage : and you know, " before folk," 
Walter has been quite as attentive to you as to me. Indeed, 
only last night Aunt Kitty told me confidentially she thought 
he was " very sweet," as she terms it, on you. Now I shall 
tell Walter to pretend to pay us both such attentions as will 
puzzle our dear papa, so as to throw the old gentleman off his 
guard, and make him fear to commit himself with this bird in, 
or rather from, the bush, in case he might lose the bird in hand. 
By this we shall, at all events, gain time. I will take Mr. 
Stubbs off your hands, make myself most amiable to him, and 
try to attract his attentions to me ; if necessary, I shall pre- 
tend to be quite enamoured of him. So cheer up, child ; here 
comes my father and Aunt Kitty, and there in the garden is 
Walter ; now come away, and we will make him xjognizant of 
all our plans. [^Exit.'] 

Curtain falls. 
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Second Syllable, "Er" [Err]. 

Characters. 

Mr. Hardtopp. Miss Kitty Hakdtopp. 

Walter Grahame. Margaret. 

Eleanor. 

Scene* — Same room. 

Enter Miss Kitty and Mr. Hardtopp. 

Mi89 Kitty. So, they have gone out, these nieces of mine. 
[^Goes over to the mndow and looks outJ] And there they are 
in the garden, seated with young Grahame. They seem in most 
earnest conversation. I am quite sure that young man is 
looking after one of the girls, but which of them is it ? that is 
the point. I should say Margaret. To be sure he talks more 
to Eleanor, but I do not mind that, for she is a pert, forward 
little minx; but I notice his looks are always directed to 
Margaret. One judges much better from that. 

Mr. Hardtopp. He is a good young fellow, and a rising man 
I can tell ye, Miss Kitty. 

Miss K. That is all very well ; but at the same time his 
constant attentions to both the girls make me feel uneasy, I 
confess. He comes day after day dangling after them, and 
his attentions are so nicely divided, that it is hard to make 
out what he means. He waltzes with Eleanor half the night, 
and sits in close converse with Margaret the other half. He 
brings music to Eleanor and flowers to Margaret ; and as their 
aunt and nearest female relative, I consider it my duty to watch 
over them, and observe closely the proceedings of all young 
men approaching them, as I consider, with views matrimonial. 

Mr. S. Never you mind. I warrant ye I will soon find out 
which of them he is after. But you err in saying it is Mar- 
garet. I am sure it is Eleanor, — ^which will just suit my views, 
as I expect here this day the son of my old friend Stubbs, who 
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is most anxious to bring about a marriage between this youth 
and Margaret. He offers to settle £20,000 on her, and that is 
a nice thing, Miss Kitty. [Bubhin^ his hands.'] A pretty sum 
in round figures. And better for her, I can tell ye, than that 
red-legged Highlander she was after in Scotland. 

Miss K. Well, I confess it would be painful to my feelings 
to be obliged to receive for a nephew a person who repudiates 
in his outer garb those unmentionable articles of clothing 
adopted as a necessity by all civilized Europe, Meanwhile 
you had better tell young Stubbs to take Eleanor, for you 
err greatly in thinking that young Grahame is after her. I am 
convinced it is Margaret he likes. 

Mr. H. 'Tis Eleanor, I tell you! 

Miss K. What do you say to these beautiful flowers just 
come for Margaret ? 

Mr. H. But look here in the centre, violets and forget-me- 
nots for Eleanor ! 

Miss K. A book this morning came for Margaret. You quite 
mistake his object. 

Mr. H. With a song for Eleanor. The error is yours. Miss 
Kitty. 

Miss K. Here come the girls. We shall soon find out all 
about it from them. 

Enter Maegaret and Eleanor. 

Miss K. My dears, I saw young Grahame with you in the 
garden, what do you think of him ? 

M. I think him charming — most agreeable. 

Marg. Very agreeable ; quite charming. 

EL So very clever. 

Marg. And so well-informed. 

El. I am sure he is most amiable, for he spent the whole 
day yesterday doing commissions for his sister. 

ijigitized by CjOOQ IC 



84 OUB CHARADES. 

Marg. And so affectionate ; for the day before he took his 
little nieces and nephews to show them the sights of London. 

M. Look, papa, he has just brought me this beautiful 
photograph book ! 

Marg, Dear aunt, is not this a pretty bunch of coral charms 
he has just given to me ? 

EL But I must go ; I have to learn a new song to sing for 
him this evening. 

Marg. He accompanies me in Beethoven's sonatas ; I must 
also go and look them over. [^Exeunt Margaret and Eleanor.] 

Miss K. Well, I cannot say we have got much information 
from them. I do not like the look of things ; in fact, I do not 
understand the situation. When I was young a man did not 
make love to two women at the same time. But it is my 
opinion still that it is Margaret. 

Mr. S. And I reiterate that you are wrong in that opinion ; 
it is Eleanor. But here comes the young man himself. I 
promise ye I shall soon make him come to the point. I will 
not be bamboozled any longer. Not that I intend to be too 
precipitate — that might frighten him off ; it would not answer. 
Ill pump him gently. 

EiUer Walter Grahamb. 

Mr. H. Good morning, my young friend. You will dine with 
us, I hope ? 

Wal. I shall be delighted. I thought the young ladies 
were here. 

Miss K. They have but this instant left. Margaret is gone 
to practise a sonata she is to perform with you this evening. 

Mr. H. And Eleanor is hard at work learning a song you 
sent her. 

Wal. They are very good to take the trouble. 
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Miss X. Margaret plays well. 

Wal. Divinely! 

Mr. IT, Eleanor knows how to sing, I can tell ye. 

WaL She is a perfect musician. 

Mr. H. Then have you seen her drawings ? 

Wal. She is quite an artist. 

Miss K. Have you ever noticed Margaret's Berlin work ? 

Wal. Nothing can be more beautifiil. 

Miss K. How did you think they looked at the ball last night ? 

Wal. Angelic ! Each perfect in her own style, as blonde or 
brunette. 

Mr. H. Which style do you prefer ? [_Aside.'] I have him now. 

Wal. Ah ! h'm ! Which do I prefer ? It is really hard to 
give an opinion. In the morning, perhaps, one prefers the 
languid loveliness of the blonde, with eyes of liquid blue, 
reflecting heaven's own colour. Then at night I should say, 
raven tresses in rich contrast to gay hues of chaplet, or the 
bright jewels glancing in them ; and dark eyes sparkling 
undiminished in lustre by starlight, waxlight, or gaslight. 
l^Aside.'] I think that rhodomontade will puzzle the old man. 

Miss K. [Aside.^ Law ! the man is a Turk ! he is in love 
with them both. 

Wal. But, pardon me, I hear the piano. Margaret is 
playing ; Eleanor is singing. I must go. Au re voir I \_Exit 
Walter.] 

Mr. H. Till dinner. — I can't say I see my way much clearer 
in this busiuess. 

Miss K. Nor I. But standiug as I do in the position of 
their nearest female relative, I think it but right to follow the 
young man, and try and find out for a certainty which he 
really is after ; but I still hold to my first conclusion, that it is 
Margaret. 
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Mr. H. And I tell you your conclusion is erroneous, for it is 
Eleanor. Did you not mark what he said of the brunettes ? 

Miss K. My dear brother, you are greatly mistaken. The 
man was equally eloquent over the blondes. 

Chirtain falls. 



Entire Word, "Pretender." 

Characters, 
Mr. Hardtopp. Miss Kitty Hardtopp. 

Walter. Eleanor. 

Malcolm. ^ Margaret. 

Sane, — Same room. 
Enter Eleanor amd Margaret. 
Meanor. Now, dear Margaret, there is really no necessity for 
your looking so utterly mis^able. I think we are progressing 
admirably: there is papa mystified, aunt Kitty bothered, all 
their plans thrown out. By the way, Stubbs JiU has arrived; 
have you seen him ? 

Margaret No ; I have been engaged the entire morning in 
writing. 

M. Well, I have seen him ; and consider him a specimen 
of the genus homo by no means prepossessing. 

Marg. Ah ! Eleanor, after all, how powerless we are to oppose 
my father's will! We may manage to stave off this detestable 
proposal for a few days, but that is all we can do. 

JEl. But that, I consider, is a great deal. Let us gain time; 
it works wonderful changes. 

Marg. Then this new arrival, Mr. Scott, is another difficulty 
in our path; he comes armed with letters, both of introduction 
and of credit. 
M. I have seen him, and a good-looking youth he is ; not 
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at all the cavalier to cause a young lady to look wrfetched and 
woe-begone at his attention being pressed upon her acceptance. 
I would think twice before saying Nay to him, Margaret, if I 
were you. 

Marg. How can you be so thoughtless, Eleanor, and speak so 
heartlessly, knowing as you do my aflPection for, and engage- 
ment to, Malcolm Kerr? 

El. That is my yery reason for saying it. Come, sister of 
mine, don't look so cross, I won't tease you any more, but 
merely to observe that this Mr. Scott bears a most extraordinary 
resemblance to the mysterious photograph ; in fact, so striking 
is the likeness, that I am quite sure the above-me^tioned Mr. 
Scott is the original of Malcolm Kerr's picture. 

Marg. [/n great agitation,'] What do you mean ? 

Eh Just what I say, dear; and this, perhaps, may throw 
some light on the subject. [Giving her a letter.'] It is from 
Scotland. My father kept it back, fearing, I suppose, its con- 
tents might interfere with his views respecting these illus- 
trious pretenders to your hand. You may see by the post- 
mark it came yesterday. 

Marg. [Seizes the letter^ and reads.] Ellen, darling, it is. 
You are right, it is he. His uncle is dead, and has made him 
his heir : he takes the name of Scott. Knowing my father's 
prejudices in favour of what he calls practical men, as well as 
the awkwardness of his now saying Yes to a rich man, where 
his No was so decided to the comparatively poor one, he thinks 
it better to start on new ground altogether, and so he comes 
with an introduction from a great Glasgow firm, friends of 
papa's. Oh, Eleanor, perhaps things may turn out better than 
my fears prognosticated. 

El. Of course they will. I think it was just as well, though, 
that we played our little game, or Stubbs would have been 
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accepted before this by your "cruel parient," and the Scott 
arrive too late; 

Marg, It was most fortunate ; I shaU ever feel truly grateful 
to you and Walter. 

JEl, But we must manage to get rid of Stubbs now alto- 
gether. Stop! I have another idea. My father and he have 
notyet met. He was in the city when the youth called yesterday. 
He will not come this morning, for I told him we were engaged. 
Now my plan is to get Walter to personate him by a wonderfdl 
get-up and manner, which we will persuade the old gentleman 
is the latest Australian fashion. You know he hates anything 
eccentric or outre. We will so manage to disgust him with 
Number One as to leave a clear field in favour of Number 
Two. Come away, there is Walter in the shrubbery; let us go 
and consult together on the subject. \_JExeuntJ] 
£nter Mr. Hardtopp and Miss Kitty. 

Mr. Sardtopp. I thought I heard the girls talking here. I 
must have some serious conversation with Margaret. It is 
high time I found out what young Grahame is about ; and as 
he can only marry one, let him speak out now, and say which 
of them he wants. 

Miss Kitty. The man must be asked his intentions. But 
here are two letters just arrived, perhaps one of them is from 
him. 

Mr. H. \_Opensand reads.'] H'm! the plot thickens. These 
make it all the more necessary to bring Walter to the point. 
There is not the least use in speaking to Eleanor on the subject. 
She only laughs and runs away. 

Miss K. I think Margaret too, these last few days, has 
become wonderfdlly skittish, instead of sighing and moping as 
she has been doing ever since her return from Scotland. She 
has brightened up in a wonderful manner. 
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Mr, H, So much the better, Miss Kitty; it shows she has 
forgotten the Highlander, and is ready for the husband I have 
to propose, — or husbands, for there are two of them. 
■ Miss K. Bless the man ! you do not want her to commit 
bigamy, do you ? 

Mr, H, Nothing of the kind. I mean to see both pretenders 
to her hand, and then will make my choice. This is from my 
Australian friend. "Dear Sir, — Disappointed yesterday at not 
seeing you, I'll come to-day, and calculate we will bring our 
matrimonial arrangements to a happy conclusion. — Yours, 
&c., T. Stubbs." 

Miss K, Short and sweet, I should say. 

Mr, H, Brevity, my dear madam, is the soul of wit. We can- 
not expect to find the polish of— h'm!— a London citizen in aman 
bred in a distant colony. Then £20,000 is not to be sneezed 
at — ^money, like charity, covers a great deal. Now for my 
second would-be son-in-law. [Opens the second letter.] " Glas- 
gow. Dear Sir, — Permit us to introduce to your favourable 
notice our esteemed young friend, Mr. Malcolm Scott (nephe^ 
of our much lamented and greatly respected deceased partner, 
the late Mr. Gregory Scott), who has succeeded to his uncle's 
fortune, and also to his share in our banking-house. He is 
anxious to visit the great city, and we feel we cannot do better 
for him than recommend him to your care and hospitality. 
Your amiable daughters will initiate him into London life. 
The young gentleman is most desirous of entering the married 
state, and we hope Miss Margaret will lend a favourable ear to 
his suit. Such a union will still farther cement the friendship 
that has so long subsisted between our houses. — We remain, 
dear sir, your obliged, &c., Kerston, Scott, & Co." 

Miss K, That is a very proper letter ; goes to the point 
civilly, but without circumlocution. 



Digitized by 



Google 



90 OUR CHARADES. 

Mr. S. The gentlemen seem willing enough, but it is an 
embarrassing position for a father to be the recipient of two 
such proposals on the same day. I feel like the alderman who, 
having gorged on turtle, has a turbot placed before him, with 
a lobster just out of the tide. 

Miss K. Or like a donkey between two bundles of hay. But 
here comes one of the correspondents. 

EiUer Malcolm Scott. 

Mr. K. Ton are welcome, sir ; most welcome. I have just 
received a letter, announcing your arrival, from my respected 
friends, Kerston, Scott, and Co., men for whom I have an 
Immense esteem as well as a profound respect. This is my 
sister. Miss Kitty ; my daughters will be here directly. 

Mai. Madam, I should have known you from your extreme 
likeness to Miss Margaret Hardtopp, whom I had the honour 
of meeting in Glasgow. I should have taken you for her 
sister. 

Miss K. [^Smiles and curtseys. Aside."] A very nice and 
proper youth. [_Aloud.'] I wiU go to look for the girls, and 
bring them in. {Exit.] 

Mr. S. You met my daughter, Margaret ? 

Mai. I had that pleasure. The impression made upon me 
by the lady is ineflfiaceable ; unavoidable circumstances have 
hitherto prevented my declaring my sentiments ; but now I 
am at last my own master, and come to woo, hoping with your 
consent to win her for my wife. 

Mr. H. \^ Aside.] I must temporize a little. [^Aloud.] My 
dear friend,- it is bad to be hasty or rash in these matters. 
My daughter, like Beatrice, " cannot endure to hear tell of a 
husband 5" and I am — ^h'm — ^partly committed to another gen- 
tleman. 
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Mai, Margaret listening to the addresses of another ? I 
don't believe it. You don't mean to say — 

Mr. H. [Interrupting.'] No, I don't : only that a gentleman 
is expected who — I mean, a very old friend, who — ah! — in 
tact, we will talk it over another time. 

Mai. You are aware my uncle has left me all his fortune. 

Mr. H. I congratulate you heartily. 

Mai. Also his share in the banking-house. 

Mr. JEE. It could not be in better hands. 

Mai. So I can make any settlement you require. 

Mr. H. Nothing could be more honourable, handsome, or 
more straightforward, but, eh — [^Aside.l I wish they would 
come in, those girls. I must not, between my two stools, come 
to the ground. [Aloud'j] We wiU discuss the question another 
time. Oh ! here they are. 

Enter Eleanoe, Maeoaret, avid "Walter Grahame, disguised in a 
costwme half jockey y half digger. 

Eleanor. \To Walter^ on mtering.] Walter, you are very 
good ; your get-up is perfect. We are most grateful to you. 

Wal Fair lady, you know you have but to express the wish, 
and I obey. I will go on the slightest errand, even to the 
Antipodes. " I will fetch you a toothpick from the farthest 
end of Asia ; bring you the length of Prester John's foot, or 
fetch you a hair off the Great Cham's beard." 

El. Most accommodating. . IThm as they approach.'] Pray, 
what name shall I say ? 

Wal. [_With & nasal twang.] My na — ^na — ^name. I am not 
ashamed of it ; it might be 1 — ^1 — ^longer, or p — ^p — ^possibly 
handsomer ; but it's well known on 'Change, I warrant ye. 
St— St— St— Stubbs. 

Mr. H. It's well known to me : I am glad to see the son of 
my old friend. 
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Mat [To Margaret^ aside.'] This, I presume is my riyal. 
What a consummate snob ! 

Marg, Hush ! it is Walter Grahame personating the great 
Australian. 

Mai. Oh! is that the game ? Let us all play it. 

Mr. S. \_To Walter.'] Pray sit down. 

JVal, I'm not t — t — t — tired. 

Mr. H. I am glad to see you here. We are delighted to 
make your acquaintance. 

El. and Ma/rg. Quite charmed. 

Mai. Enchanted. 

TFal. I feel qu— qu — quite f—f—f— flattered. 

Mr. H. [lb Mai.] What is the matter with him ? 

Mai. He is evidently overpowered with emotion. 

Mr. K. Ah ! that is surely it. \To Wal.] You must have 
some refreshment. \Itings for some wine, which a servant 
brings in.] 

Wal, You are very k — k — kind. \_Fills out a large turn- 
bier; pretends to drink. "When Mr. H.'S head is turned away, 
Eleanor dexterot^lg slips the tumbler away, substituting an 
empty one,] 

Mr. S. [^Turning round to address him, seizes the glass. 
Aside.] Bless me ! he was not long in despatching that. 

Mai. You are, I believe, in the army. 

Wal. I was in the v — ^v — ^volunteers, but I left ; they 
t — ^t — t — ^treated me veiy b— b — ^b — ^badly. [Fills another 
glass.] • 

Mai. How so ? 

Wal. I was d — d— detained out one night ; the p— p — 
password was Ma — Ma — Ma — Ma 

Mai. Manslaughter? 

Wal. No ; Ma — Ma — Ma — Ma 
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Ell. Murder ? 

Wal. No ; Mar-Mar— Ma— Ma 

Marg. Muddle ? 

Wal, No ; Ma — Ma — Manchester. But I c — c — could not 
say farther than Ma — Ma — Ma. 

Mai, Oh, I heard of that. You were not allowed to pass ; 
were absent from parade, and you were put under arrest. 

El. and Marg, What a shame ! 

Wal. It was a g — g — great in — in — 

Mai, Infamy ? 

Wal, No ; in — in^ — 

Mr. H, Indignity ? 

Wal. No ; an injustice. I could not st — st — ^stand such 
t — ^t — ^treatment, so I le— le — ^left. 

Mr. K. \Aside\ What a stutter the fellow has ! Hang me 
if I can make out what he means. \To Wal.'] Is it long 
since you have been aflfected in this way. 

Wal. Since my b — ^b — ^birth ; but it's of no o— c — conse- 
quence. 

El. Not the least. Papa, how charmed Walter will be ! 
What a contrast Mr. Stubbs is to him though ! 

Mr. -BT. I am not so sure of that. 

Mai. Oh ! he will make a charming son-in-law. A little 
loud, perhaps, in costume and manner ; but one gets over that 
when one gets used to it. 

Mr. S. I do not think so ; I don't like it at all. \_A8ide.'\ 
Nor do I like his praising the other. I hope he is not backing 
out of his old suit. 

Wal. T — t — ^talking so much makes me t — t — ^thirsty. 
\_FilU out, and seems to drinky ELEANOR again changing the 
glass. Then comes over, and slaps Mr. Hardto^P on the hack.'] 
Right good wine that, my old b — ^b— buck ; sparkles like the 
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b — ^b — ^bright eyes of Miss M — ^M— Margaret. Here is to the 
health of my b— b — b — bride. [Goes over to Maegaeet, 
tries to put his arm round her. She pretends to he dreadfully 
shocked, and passes behind her father. WALTER drinks 
again, and then catches ELEANOR'S hcmd.'] I'll t — t — take a 
s— s — s — sisterly s — s — salute. 

Ul. [Laughs.'] You'll do nothing of the kind. 

Wal. Well, ^e'U p— p — ^postpone the p — p— p — ^pleasure. 
I must t — t — tear myself away. I have to d — d — dine with 
a friend at 6r — Gr — Gr — Greenwich. 

Mr. H. I hoped to have had the pleasure of your com- 
pany. 

Wal. I'd stay, my old b — ^b — ^buffer, with pleasure, but I 

promised my friend T — T Tom Dott we'd 1 — 1 — ^liquor 

together, and then have a few rounds with the H — H — 
Hereford Chicken and the B — ^B — Benicia Boy. Do you 
know D—D— Dott. 

Mr. H. [Dryly.] I have not the honour. 

Wal. Tour 1 — 1— loss, my old cock. By-bye, much obliged 
for your k — k — kindness and h — ^h — ^hos — ^hos — 

Mai. Hospitality. Do not attempt the word, my good 
fellow, or you will lose the train. [Takes his arm, and assists 
him to the door, WALTER walking very unsteadily^ 

Wal. I should k — ^k — kiss my bride b — b— before I g — g — 
go. [Turns round from the door to MARGARET.] 

Mai. You will be too late. Never mind tiU the next time. 

Wal. One should not p— p— put off till t — t — to-morrow 
what one ou — ou— ought to do t — t—to-day. 

Mr. S. You have but five minutes to catch the train. 

Wal. I am off. Ladies, f—f— farewell. I can't d— d— 
disappoint D—D— Dott. \JExmnt Walter and Mal- 
colm.] 
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Marg, What an agreeable person! though perhaps a little 
eccentric. 

Mr, H. More than a little, I should say. 

El, How lively ! and what a fund of spirits I 

Mr, H, \_8arca8tically,'] Aye, of spirits of wine. Mercy on 
us! what is that? \_A crash and a loud scream is heard. 
Buns to the door and shouts'] Who is killed ? 

Enter Miss Kitty, who throws herself on the sofa. 
Miss K, Oh, my dear brother ! I shall never get over it ! 
That wild man ! It is too dreadful ! He has done such 
things! has upset my fiower-stand in the hall, and has broken 
all the pots ; nearly killed my precious Fido by stumbling over 
him ; then he caught up my darling black tabby by the tail, 
and threw it down the hall doorsteps with a dreadful execration. 
I shall never get over it — ^never ! 

Enter Malcolm and Waltbk. 

Mai, At last we succeeded in getting the young gentleman 
safe ofP ; but it was a matter of no small diflSculty to do it. 

Wal, Just as I thought I had him aU right and safe out of 
the house, he stumbled against the conservatory window and 
fell right through, smashing the plate glass, and, I am afraid, 
doing no end of damage to the yucca and orange trees. 

Miss K, My beautiful yucca 1 

Mr, H, My orange trees ! Confound the fellow ! He shall 
never enter the doors again ; that I am determined on. 

Wal, He is a pretender to the fair hand of Miss Margaret, 
is he not ? 

Mr, H, He may pretend to what he pleases, but he will 
never get daughter of mine. \_To Malcolm,'] Young man, you 
asked me for Margaret : there she is. \^Futting her hand in 
his.] A good girl and a pretty one, though I say it of her. 
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Wah Now that that is finally settled, will you give your 
consent to my suit for the fair Eleanor ? 

Mr. H. That I will, with all my heart. 

Mi89 K. Are you sure you are not making a mistake ? It 
is Margaret you love, is it not ? 

Wal. \_Laugh8.'] I do, of course; but I want to marry 
Eleanor. 

Mr. H. There ! I knew it was Eleanor. 

Miss K. Well, I thought it was Margaret. But of all the 
pretenders I ever saw or heard of to a fair lady's hand, the 
bushranger's suit was the strangest. 

Curtainfalls. 



THE END. 



J. AKD W. BiDXB, PUIITXM, LOMSOIT. 
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